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Another one of these? 


®h, how comfortable life could be if it weren't for this highly an- 
noying writer Jan Deichmohle, who always pins something on readers 
that preys on his mind. That annoys us because he hits the nail on the 
head — ouch! — since he nails what we reject as if our mind were nailed 
shut. 


A moment ago it was a beautiful sunny summer's day — dear edi- 
tor, this cliché is so old-fashioned and hackneyed that it's postmodern 
again! Then a manuscript by the ostracised author hits the counter and 
there's no more cosy tea sipping in the sun, casually leafing through a 
picture book for childlike elders who think they're grown-ups. The 
bulky pile of paper is now lying there, begging to be read. Really, this 
is an imposition. How comfortable life used to be when, instead of 
robots and artificial intelligence, it was the good little men, the lepre- 
chaun who worked diligently until a curious lady chased them away 
with scattered peas! They would even have read this piece of bumph 
you're holding in your hands now. 


Seriously now. Read a Deichmohle?! Then find a paper bag, dis- 
pose of the unopened book in it and throw it away in a wide arc, curi- 
ous to see if it ends up in the rubbish bin or in the outbox for rejected 
writings? Unfortunately, this guy is still around and writing. 


Well, if you're already here, you can at least have a look and see 
what he's writing about this time. It'll be something right! 


Well, here we are, at the end of the first page of a new book. It 
doesn't help; the guy is keeping us in suspense and still hasn't revealed 
what the hell this book is about. Let's turn the page; maybe we'll know 
more then. 


Best Old Original Keepsake: BOOK 


Dear reader, you've been conned into buying a book. What is that, a 
book? In times when mankind's knowledge was stored for the future, 
the book won the race. At first, prehistoric people were on the move, 
carving drawings on rock faces with hand axes, outside or in caves. 
That was tedious. Above all, it took a long time. 


Resourceful fingers therefore invented clay bricks into which 
wedges were pressed. Others painted drawings on temple walls and 
papyri; gradually pictures became symbols, these phonetic symbols. 
So when someone needed an ‘A’, they let their imagination run wild, 
drawing a ape or an arse, depending on their character and depravity. 
Does anyone have any idea what symbol the anonymous anti-alcoho- 
lics might use to represent themselves? With two ‘A's’ an ape's arse 
would fit, but three ‘A's’? 


As it is not particularly practical to write the derivation of a diffe- 
rential equation describing propagating waves, which sometimes be- 
have like particles, with a twenty metre long brush on an ancient 
Egyptian giant temple or the north face of the Eiger, scrolls made from 
papyri soon prevailed. Well, I've got the chronology a bit mixed up, 
because people didn't differentiate that thoroughly back then. An old 
Hellene probably already realised that the number pi was irrational, 
but the rational reasoners were rather suspicious of this. They already 
suspected indivisible ‘atoms’, but I just foisted the wave equation on 
them. 


Although directions in books are still called ‘above’ and ‘below’ 
in books today, this is not to be taken literally, but is a habit from the 
scrolls of the antiquity, which have long since decayed, if they were 
not lucky enough to be surprised by the eruption of the volcano Vesu- 
vius in a library in Pompeii, burnt, but thus preserved. Attempts were 
later made to separate the charred pages, with an early modern bungler 
cutting up and destroying the best-preserved copies. Today, archaeolo- 
gists are delighted with the poorly preserved remains. 


As we've realised, scrolls turned out to not be much cop either. 
Books were easier to produce and store: that's why you're now holding 
one in your hand, by this infamous subject from the underground, this 
Jan with deich and mole like Till Ulenspegel with owl and mirror in 
the Middle Ages. Back then, however, Strasbourg was still home to 
the German-language book fair. 


So you can prepare yourselves for jests and pranks of owls' mir- 
rors. Well, and what happened to the book later? You probably know 
the history yourselves: In his dystopian vision of the future “1984”, 
George Orwell already saw books as something subversive. After all, 
the way it was written is printed in them for all time. There is there- 
fore no room for subsequent falsification. This is dangerous because it 
passes on the thinking and knowledge of distant times and could tempt 
the physical semi-intelligentsia of the future present to do dangerous 
things, such as thinking for themselves, doubting, questioning and 
comparing. 


The knowledge of the world is dangerous for those who are the 
holders of morality and progressiveness, which is why they have 
chosen the task of re-educating humanity to conform to the principles 
they have established, which are entirely correct and beneficial. To do 
this, it is necessary to constantly reinterpret the past in order to derive 
from it what the holders of progressive vision have just recognised as 
necessary. This is why all reports in the novel “1984” are steadily be- 
ing altered. What was correct yesterday can be reversed today. Every 
article, every piece of news is constantly changing, according to the 
needs of the superiors, who are continually rewriting the picture of the 
world, like Wikipedia, which has been rewritten for decades by 
political pressure groups in the way they consider ‘progressive’. 


Dear friends of irony! You realise that it is simply too much 
trouble to burn books or remove them individually from libraries. 
Have pity on the censors who need to make sure that you don't see 
anything critical that could trigger the dangerous bad habit of unatten- 
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ded self-thinking. Save the guardians of wokeness the excessive 
labour of having to search through all the books of mankind, which 
they are often too stupid to read anyway, for dangerous relics of 
independent thinking. 


Through an accident of the Cultural Revolution, the misfortune 
could happen that non-woke, therefore youth-endangering writings of 
old times are accidentally kept somewhere in a dark corner of a 
remote library and outlast that Cultural Revolution, then give impetus 
to subversive thinking. Oh God oh horror! Printed books are simply 
dangerous because they are too permanent, cannot be monitored seam- 
lessly and can't be changed daily, since every day something different 
can be decided as truth by the rulers, who democratically decide in 
their committees what is to be true and false. 


Much better suited than old-fashioned libraries with books are 
the world wide web or the internet, the ideal medium to enable the 
constant deletion, reworking and rewriting of humanity's knowledge. 
Now those who have elevated themselves to the position of overseers 
of what is supposed to be the truth can go about their business 
unhindered. While you sleep peacefully, they have just rewritten what 
you read yesterday but will never find again. 


Those who live in these progressive times, in which the tedious 
work of thinking has become superfluous because artificial intelligen- 
ce can do it much better and, on top of that, is thoroughly tested to 
achieve woke results, i.e. to avoid harmful self-thinking and deviati- 
ons from the desired result, so that there is no longer a discrepancy 
between the progressive government and the inhabitants threatened by 
diseases such as the desire to think for themselves, cannot even 
imagine what it used to be like. 


Imagine that: A book contains what someone has thought without 
supervision. Thus books are dangerous. The thoughts they contain 
have not been scrutinised for undesirable content by opinion and fact- 
checkers and have not been cleansed of them. As we all know, the 
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facts are what the big sister has declared to be right. Only the 
authorities can decide what is true and what is false. And they know 
that there are plenty of things in books that they consider to be false, 
and the worst of all the books that have ever been written are those by 
the ostracised Jan Deichmohle. Don't get caught with his books! 


You realise that someone is praising the books here. But why? A 
book doesn't last forever. At some point the paper rots or crumbles. A 
rock, on the other hand, on which a contemporary of the Neanderthals 
has chiselled signs, could still be legible in a hundred thousand years 
if it has not been cut into building blocks for metropolises. 


If I had spent about twenty years hammering this book into the 
north face of the Eiger with a hammer and chisel and had not yet been 
arrested by unhappy Swiss authorities, I would probably not have 
reached the line you are just reading within this book. 


Here we go 


Slow that we've read what a book is and done a fool's dance in which 
we've trampled through all the little faux pas within reach, we can 
actually start with the book. 


What does this Jan write about in almost every one of his books? 
You guessed it. He tirelessly tries again and again. Unfortunately, he 
has long been committed to his ‘documentary realism’, which is simp- 
ly too factual, sober and honest, like a live broadcast of a meeting. 
Yawn. Jan has finally moved away from this, has gained some 
distance and is doing his poetic somersaults again. Didn't he recently 
quote something about ‘treacherous voltes’? That's exactly what he's 
coming up with right now, which is why we can look forward to a 
delightful outlook, even though the content is as dull as the reality of 
male losers. Oh, now I've slipped you a key word. I'll make it pala- 
table for you. 
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Why the view of losers? 


Why the heck should we read the losers' point of view? We don't care! 


Quite simply because the further out someone is, the clearer their 
view becomes and the more things go wrong. As early as the 1960s, 
the ethnologist Levine realised that the essential characteristics of a 
culture are not conscious to its bearers and can only be seen from the 
outside with the training and perspective of an ethnologist. Those who 
are part of it are biased and deceive themselves, all the more so 
because they believe they understand and interpret their own culture 
better than outsiders. 


This is all the more strongly true for losers. After all, those who 
are successful or established have no reason to doubt what makes 
them successful. That would be contrary to their own interests. The 
more blatant and longer someone is a loser, the more clearly he sees 
and recognises things that even the smartest winner is not even aware 
of and vehemently denies. The stark reality of the loser shatters any 
comfortable illusion to which winners surrender. It doesn't take an 
overly sharp intellect for losers to shatter any naive self-deception or 
illusions. In contrast, the winner's mind is lulled to sleep by the 
comfort of everyday life. 


Just as we as children are unconscious of how we learn language, 
we pick up basic patterns of culture and sex roles in early childhood, 
which is also unconscious and an important vehicle for social commu- 
nication and solidarity, just as language enables logical communicati- 
on. 


All these factors form a powerful protective wall against compre- 
hension by established winners. 


One of the lessons we are painstakingly taught by flirting 
instructors today is that a man who does not need a woman and does 
not affirm her in any particular way appears to her to be of higher rank 
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and therefore desirable; however, anyone who does this loses her 
respect, is classed as a beta and is easily replaced by the next better 
player, who unconsciously has a more attractive effect on the woman. 
This is because the playboy does not need the woman and therefore 
appears to be of higher rank. This would hold even after decades of 
relationship or marriage. 


This may be true, and thus reflects widespread conditions today, 
but it is still only part of the truth. Today, men have to waste a consi- 
derable amount of their energy, time and mind playing games, firstly 
to win a fertile girl and secondly to keep her. This is an absurdity and 
was not always necessary. For while female instincts and powers have 
been uninhibited and unleashed, resulting in animal-like states, male 
powers have been tabooed or even forbidden, as well as culture. Let 
me explain that to you: 


Men who validate women appear to be beta because they no 
longer enjoy social prestige. Leftists and feminists have falsely inter- 
preted male prestige as the oppression of women and destroyed it. The 
result, though, was not ‘liberation’, but the total collapse of culture, 
society and the relations between the sexes, and ultimately also of 
many matriages and relationships. They had fallen for the common 
misconception: In courtship, the woman decides — sexual selection on 
men. In order to convince women, men have to stage male power, but 
this only extends over other men and is merely a theatre play in front 
of women, the course of which is controlled by women. Even today, 
feminists and leftists laugh at anyone who points this out, or want to 
refer them to a psychiatrist with their usual malice, like a left-winger 
on X, formerly Twitter. With such low blows below the belt of decen- 
cy, they suppress any truth that is unacceptable to them. 
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S Dichter1Denker @DichtertDenker - 3h 
Leider haben diese Gesinnungsmedien, Gesinnungsverlage und 


Haltungsliteraturagenturen Schriftsteller wie Jan Deichmohle im Ansatz 
zerst6rt: quellwerk.com 


01 a 01 hi 13 nN 


Gewitztes Linkshérnchen 49= ™ £3 & @) 29 G @lainkogabe 54m + 
Gesinnungsmedien wie die rechtskonservative NZZ, die dumpfe AfDler in 
den bundesdeutschen Kantonen abgreift? 


01 a 9 la 5 At 


S DichtertDenker @DichtertDenker «38m 

Das linksdrehende H6rnchen hat keine Ahnung, offenbar die seit 1968 
bestehende Unterdriickung aller grundiegenden Kritik an Feminismus und 
anderen Schliisselthemen als Linker niemals erlebt. Sie wird ausgiebig 
nachgewiesen und dokumentiert in meinen Schriften. 


01 pas v7) lt 5 A & 


Gewitztes Linkshérnchen Y= ™ FJ OOS 
@Jainkogabe 


Oha, was sind Sie denn fir ein traumatisierter Schwurbelpoet? Welche 
Kritik haben Sie denn am Feminismus, den niemand Gescheites lesen 
und niemand Kluges verlegen will? Dokumentieren Sie mal sch6n weiter 
fiirs Vierte Reich. 


Translate post 


8:18 PM - Jun 13, 2024 - 3 Views 


01 tl go li 6 Wl 
Gewitztes Linkshérnchen Y= ™ EJ ZeQS 
@Jainkogabe 


Ich unterdriicke Sie doch gar nicht, ich bin ja nicht ihr Psychiater. Sie 
haben provokant angefangen mit "keine Ahnung haben". Schreiben Sit 
ruhig weiter. Ich unterdriicke derweil mein Lachen. 


Translate post 


8:58 PM - Jun 13, 2024 - 4 Views 
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-«Unfortunately, these attitude-based media, biased publishers 
and biased literary agents have destroyed writers like Jan Deichmohle 
in the bud» (Jan) 

-«Right-wing conservative biased media like the NZZ, which 
picks up dull AfDers in the federal German cantons?» (Cunning left- 
hand squirrel) 

-«The left-handed squirrel has no clue, apparently never experi- 
enced the suppression of all fundamental criticism of feminism and 
other key issues since 1968 as a leftist. It is amply demonstrated and 
documented in my writings.» (Jan) 

-«Whoa, what kind of traumatised trash-ranting poet are you? 
What criticism do you have of feminism that no one smart wants to 
read and nobody bright wants to publish? Keep right on documenting 
for the Fourth Reich.» (left-handed squirrel, 13.6.2024) 


Left-wingers have not experienced their own left-wing oppres- 
sion themselves, instead inflicting it on non-left-wingers. That is why 
the extent of their oppression is unimaginable to them. As those in 
power, they are immune to it. Anyone who describes this oppression is 
once again oppressed with mockery below the belt without the mini- 
mum standard of decency. In the absence of factual arguments, the left 
and feminists can't do anything less than denigrate as Nazis. Then he 
goes one better, because he also wants to psychiatrize criticism of his 
totalitarian cultural revolution. 


«I'm not oppressing you, as I'm not your psychiatrist. You started 
provocatively with “have no clue”. Go on writing. In the meantime, 
I'm stifling my laughter.» (left-handed squirrel, 13.6.2024) 


His argumentless outbursts of personal vilification have amply 
demonstrated that he has no clue. His hatred and empathy disorder are 
themselves what psychiatrists and historians of the future will have to 
analyse as a collective disorder. 


Back on topic: leftists and feminists mock anyone who voices the 
unpleasant facts that human perception is skewed, women are privi- 
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leged and white, heterosexual men are massively disadvantaged — in 
many areas of life, including courtship (or flirting). 


In courtship, it is a theatrical representation of the male to show 
himself as powerful, which he can only be within male hierarchies. 
Biologically, there is categorically no male dominance over the female 
sex, only one among men. Feminists and leftists are very unlucky 
when it comes to thinking, because they have not realised this fact for 
centuries, which is why everything they think, interpret and feel is 
wrong: completely wrong from the start. But when someone points 
this out to them, it is dismissed as ‘ridiculous argle-bargle’, as ‘rub- 
bish that nobody wants to read’. By not reading the truth, they main- 
tain their narrative of lies, in every respect, no matter what it's about, 
relations of both sexes, politics or whatever. 


In a culture that has not been destroyed, a man gains prestige 
through accomplishment. Perhaps he was a maestro, such as a conduc- 
tor, later a rock star that girls adored. The latter were already derailed 
hedonists in a broken society, which is why it is better to look at the 
classic case. The maestro is admired and idolised by his wife, who has 
managed to make such a good match. He doesn't need to waste a 
single thought on playing stupid games with his wife, as is necessary 
in a broken feminist society, in order not to be immediately cheated on 
or abandoned altogether by unfaithful emancipates because their ani- 
mal instincts have suddenly become dissatisfied with the beta who has 
validated them too much and needs them, as he has decided in favour 
of her and has no other women up his sleeve. 


To the contrary! The good wife would be horrified if she were 
treated the way women have to be treated in feminist society, as red- 
pill teachers have been explaining to today's men for years and for 
good reason. Since she admires her husband, she deserves validation 
instead of games that would destroy her idyllic world. But the moment 
feminist emancipation destroyed the idyllic world, what would pre- 
viously have been an absurd imposition suddenly became necessary in 
order not to perish as a man. The left-wing and feminist destroyers do 
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not even realise what a deeply felt and emotionally refined culture 
they have destroyed with their insane misunderstanding of human 
nature. 


But that is only the most easily recognisable part of the missing 
knowledge. Up to this point, some of my contemporaries are still able 
to grasp it. The next crucial point is the significance of the sexual 
division of labour, which is just as much a human universal and need 
as having distinguishable sounds so that language and linguistic com- 
munication become possible. This functioned unconsciously and is 
completely beyond the imagination and comprehension of almost all 
people of our time. In the last chapter, this is worked out on the basis 
of studies by classical ethnologists. 


If we want to understand this, we are well advised to follow and 
read those who have seen it most through their own experience: the 
male losers. It is precisely those who are despised and mocked by 
everyone who know the most, and precisely what you do not under- 
stand, what you fail to grasp. 


I have never written what people want to read or can sell well. 
That would be successful, but bad books, because they wouldn't be 
worth reading. Certainly, what people want to read, hear and see 
makes the cash registers ring, brings money and success. But in a 
prejudiced, misguided age, this is rubbish with no novelty value that 
wastes people's lives. Instead, I have always written exactly what 
nobody wants to know, read or believe, but which is precisely why it 
is the important and decisive insights. 
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Dreams are streams of shadow 


5.6.2024 


Nlight-dreaming, I had travelled far away to a distant city, if not a 
foreign country, since a flirting teacher had agreed to mentor me and 
make me successful with girls. He had raved over the internet about 
all the things we would do and what would come out of it. He had 
been bubbling over with confidence and interest. 

Now that I was standing in front of him, he was unmotivated and 
didn't want to accept me as a pupil. 

-“That sounds so difficult with you. Do the anti-anxiety exercises 
like everyone else.” 

-“We talked about this before. I have no fear of approaching girls, 
so I don't need dry runs to get rid of a fear I don't have." 

-“You're a difficult pupil.” 

He stood there and didn't feel like it. 

-“T've already paid so much to be here. I flew in from a distant 
continent. You asked for a lot of money too. Why don't we get 
started?” 

He stood there, petrified. 

“What's the problem?” I added, “Just watch and listen to what 
happens and then tell me why it doesn't work out.” 

He didn't react. He could just as easily have said: “You're too 
old / thin / something, so it's pointless anyway.” Yet on the contrary, 
all flirting instructors always assure us that it doesn't matter at all for 
men and that they will manage it. Anyone could become a master flirt. 
Now I was there and I couldn't even persuade him to start something 
meaningful. 


6.6. — 8.6.2024 
No dream remembered or too lazy to write it down. 


9.6.2024 
Unfortunately, another political night mar: I dreamt of being a 
filmmaker. A film festival had just taken place at which directors from 
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the country presented their creative, innovative ideas. But I had never 
been allowed to make a movie. Films are expensive and can only be 
made with funding or money from the industry. Only those who are 
already a recognised filmmaker who has successfully made at least 
one movie are eligible. But because I had never been allowed to make 
a film, I wasn't considered a filmmaker, so I was never allowed to 
make one. The cat bit its own tail, just like as a writer. 


I didn't get into the film festival to possibly make contacts. 
Because like all art forms, the movie festival was strictly left-wing. 
But I'm not left-wing, every one of my ideas turns the left-wing estab- 
lishment on its head. That's why I'm seen as the devil, evil, and I'll 
never be commissioned or funded to make a movie. They won't even 
let me on the premises as a non-leftist. 


I know nobody will believe that I really dreamt this in my sleep. I 
could have written the same litany when I was awake, because it 
reflects my lifelong reality. 


10.6.2024 

Dreamless nights are supposed to be rare, but it is often difficult 
not to let the natural excursion into fantastic realities of the REM sleep 
phase slip away so thoroughly when we wake up that we don't even 
realise we were dreaming at all. 


11.6.2024 

Night dream: There was another festival. I wandered around. I 
didn't get anywhere, but I've since forgotten what it was about. I had 
lain in bed for a short while to remember my dream instead of imme- 
diately running off and typing in as much as I could: my mistake. So I 
don't remember whether girls were boasting about their breasts at the 
campsite and what else might have happened. 


Finally, I was in the process of programming something. An old, 
often used and translated programme was to be extended. But in basic 
routines that I hadn't changed at all, there were suddenly translation 
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errors. There were jumps into nirvana, into negative memory areas 
that did not exist. It seemed unfathomable how this came about. 


12.6.2024 

In my dream, I stepped out and went on a three-legged reading 
tour. No, the third one was nowhere near the floor. I resolved to look 
beautiful girls deep in the eyes during the lecture, to pay attention to a 
relaxed, deep voice. The sky was a meadow strewn with stars. 


On Thursday 13 June 2024, I was too lazy to remember my 
dream or I woke up as a forgetful person who, like so many, doesn't 
even notice the other sides of reality. 


14.6.2024 

Yesterday and today, just garbled nightmares; I'm trying to piece 
together their puzzle with fiddly fluff. Today I was probably on the 
terrace of my parents' house. We were playing something that was 
made up of many pieces. In the end, it was about ‘dating’, as it's called 
in Denglish. Both men and girls introduced themselves with a picture 
or a description, but not on the world wide web, which didn't exist yet 
or in our dreams, but with a self-introduction that could be put toge- 
ther. One girl had even submitted something, but there was almost 
nothing about her — we still recognise them from the Internet today, 
the empty female profiles. After all, she's female, young and desirable, 
so why does she need a profile? But I'm adding this while I'm awake. 
Her picture was a pale, monochrome sketch that looked like a shrivel- 
led tattoo: her face had only been faintly outlined in blurred ink and 
was barely recognisable. Only two bulges for eyes were visible, no- 
thing else, but her eyes looked more like sagging breasts. Underneath, 
the same game: the upper body was barely recognisable; only her 
breasts were indicated by pendulous breasts, as with the eyes. I tried to 
save her profile by putting everything together and attempting to 
improve it, but we didn't make any progress. 


-,So where's her picture?’ Well, where? It had probably been on 
some kind of small memory card that already existed, tiny like a SIM 
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card today, which I had put in a cup, smaller than the buttons or discs 
used to play Tiddledewing or something similar. Perhaps the game 
was called somewhat else; in any case, the aim was to flick up small 
discs lying on the table with another disc so that they landed in the 
target cup. But I couldn't find this tiny cup either. In general, the 
whole table — if it wasn't a blanket on the floor, which seems more 
likely to me now — was in great disarray. How this was supposed to be 
convincing in the previous matchmaking or hook-up game, with 
which this tiddle-de-something was mixed, was beyond me. Even with 
a lot of effort, nothing appealing could be made of it. 
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Ragnarok — godless dusk 


On my atrival at the real festival, this seemed to be the wrong one, as 
there were only a few people there. Would I have been better off going 
to the other one, a little further north, where, according to the name, 
love was supposed to explode? I'd been put off by the plastic-carded 
wristbands used for payment, so that people would hardly take any 
cash with them to exchange for books, and what they had would be 
more likely to be used for drugs. Others, however, are concerned 
about the monitoring of digital payment flows. 


This time I didn't take notes promptly, which is why I returned 
with five instead of seventeen pages of filled paper, but was less torn 
out of the flow and alienated than when I was constantly reflecting on 
all the statements. As a result, a number of short conversations are 
missing, with girls as well as with groups and men who knew me or 
my readings from previous events. 


The following page is full of multiple internal and end rhymes, as 
in a word fluency game. It is impossible to find so many rhyming 
equivalents in English. That's why I've provided an either rhymeless 
or nonsensical translation, but for the curious I've sprinkled in a few 
chunks of the German original. 


-“Oh, you have a lovely mushroom forest with snails,” I praised. 

-“T even had snails in my tent, two of them. Boo, that doesn't 
have to be.” 

-“Two slimy snails in your tent set sails; without veils they got no 
hails.”, the starred bard uttered, marred in search for rhymes with ard. 
Be on guard, avant-garde, warred with words and tarred. It's hard to 
tell more ryhmes with bard.” 


Sorry, the translation is nonsensical. German original: «-“Zwei 
Schnecken waren im Zelt am schlecken; das mochte dir nicht 
schmecken und du kriegtest einen Schrecken.”, liefS ich den Dichter in 
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mir dichten, Worte reimend richten. LaBt den Streit uns schlichten, 
denn mitnichten kann ich darauf verzichten, sprach ich zu auf 
Geschichten Erpichten.» 
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My unheard-of lectures and readings at festivals are famous 
among those who listened to them, who were not bothered by my 
unusual views, which outraged the left-leaning elites. 


German: «Meine unerh6rten auf Festivals gerdhrten Vortrage und 
Lesungen sind bertihmt bei jenen, die sie hérten, sich nicht an meinen 
ungewohnten Sichten stdrten, die linksleitende Eliten empérten.» 
(rhyming original of the above) 


I know you want to laugh about how beginners like me fail at 
flirting, while alpha men let the fireworks of their charisma and body 
language work their magic. 

Original: «Ich weiB, ihr wollt gern lachen tiber die Sachen, die 
Anmacher wie ich machen und scheiternd abkrachen auf dem Platz 
der Pfiitzen und Lachen wo bunte Lichter ihr Feuerwerk entfachen.» 


(multiple ryhmes in German) 
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I remember one of the tasks from a iq test at university: We had 
to write down verbs that began with ‘L’. Two lines were provided for 
this. However, I could think of so many in the short time measured 
with a stopwatch, and I could write so quickly with a pen that I even 
over took my conscious thoughts. When I typed, even computer pro- 
grammes, others mocked me: -“You don't even know what you're 
writing!” That was true. I typed so fast on keyboards that I had little 
control over where my fingers landed, often between the keys, so I 
didn't always realise what I was typing. Sometimes I had to interrupt 
and correct. Mathematical programmes such as multiplication of 
matrices containing values for integral equations were created at high 
speed. In any case, the two lines were not enough; I turned the paper 
over and wrote half of the back of the sheet. This was not scored, 
however, because I had written many more words than were allowed 
in the evaluation guide. More than the maximum number of points 
was not allowed in the test. 


At night, someone asked me if I wasn't cold, which would be 
unhealthy as I was wearing psychedelically colourful thin clothes. 
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-“T have warm clothes and wool underneath,” I reassured him. He 
showed interest in my book work, but was currently on a trip and not 
receptive and wanted to go to the loo in a hurry. The usual. A neigh- 
bour was concerned when I told her about the partially wet sleeping 
bag that had been pressed against the soaking tent wall during the 
downpour. 

-“T've been told that colds can cause nasty bladder infections, 
especially in men,” she said. But that was the kindest thing she said 
about men. The three of them had been suffering from widespread 
damage since 1968, the mental cancer of our era, which has been at 
the centre of the changes since the 1960s and has corrupted everything 
else. But I am jumping ahead from memory, in an endeavour to add a 
few more details that were not noted on Monday. 


Already on the first day I experienced very different reactions — 
what am I writing? — starkly contrasting ones! Some were friendly, 
others were superficial, several were friendly for the wrong reasons, 
only a few were cordial. I also know it from my readers: My books 
and lectures are almost always appreciated for the wrong reasons. 
They all project their own views into them. Drug lovers only like 
what's about LSD and accept the rest. Left-wingers only appreciate 
what seems left-wing to them and are then outraged and angry when 
they realise they have misjudged. And so on. Virtually nobody under- 
stands what I'm trying to say. At best, my content is graciously tolera- 
ted as a perceived ‘aberration’ because the style, ‘writing’, presentati- 
on and images are good and effective. My topics and what I describe 
are disturbing. But that's what it's all about, an incomprehensible soci- 
ety. If I want to be completely honest, I will have to write insults to the 
audience in future. Because it's about the inability of contemporaries 
to understand central things in life, and therefore the inability of the 
audience to even begin to understand my books. Ultimately, all my 
works are an insult to the incompetent public and are therefore rejec- 
ted by them in disgrace and dishonour. 
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There were some malevolent reactions. In a large group between 
tents, there was a boy sitting at the front who sent me away. Usually a 
single dismissive voice is enough to turn everyone against my books. 

-““We know your books. Go on.” 

-“T have lots of new books.” 

-“‘Just go away!” he dismissed me with an outstretched finger and 
a repellent tone of voice. His gesture and expression seemed harsh, 
hostile. There was no sign of the much-vaunted ‘good vibe’, on the 
contrary, cold hostility. 


Wrong festival? Wrong scene! Some were impressed by my reci- 
tal and praised it, then a man I was telling about my books ran off into 
another round in the middle of the conversation, during which he 
answered vaguely. This was right at the back of the fence where I had 
started my reading session, in the camp of the fire artists. You would 
think that artists would have sympathy for other artists, especially as 
the intellectual demands of creating new worlds or perspectives are 
somewhat higher than those of making sticks or fire spin. 

-“You can go away!” a trendy woman with several piercings on 
her face shouted at the top of her voice. 

-“How friendly you are!” I mocked ironically. 

-“YES, NOT?!”, she yelled at me in the same venomous tone as 
before. 
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-“T was talking to someone else and you just interrupted the con- 
versation!” 

-““And I slide tackle you!” she continued to grumble. 

-“How come you interfere?” 

-“T saved him!” she retorted, “You're always here! The same shit 
every year!” 

-““What kind of ‘vibe’ is that?” 


This is how freethinkers with new views are being crushed and 
silenced by self-proclaimed ‘progressives’ without empathy. Even 
some interested people, who are usually fascinated for the wrong 
reasons, can't change matters. They dismiss with phrases like: 

-“Thanks for the introduction. It was interesting to listen to you, 
but I don't read books.” or -“I'm a student. I don't have any money.” or 
-“T just bought [drugs].” or -“If I have any money left over, maybe in 
the next few days. You'll probably be here longer.” or -“T'll have to 
think about it. When I've made up my mind, I'll come to you.” 


This does happen, but rarely at the same festival. It's only years 
later that some people remember my reading and that they didn't have 
any money at the time and then really want a book. 
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Even when flirting, this time I only mention some of the better or 
typical conversations. I no longer cling to absolute realism, which 
leaves nothing out that belongs to the subject, reflects and documents 
reality, trammeling poetic creative power, imposing repetition. Pars 
pro toto is my motto at the moment. 


-“Oh, you're both wearing beautiful butterflies!” 

“Yes” 

-“Yours is particularly colourful.” 

-“My tattoos are colourful,” confirmed the girl I was talking to. 

-“But that looks more like a beetle.” 

-“Yes, the butterfly is underneath.” The Rubenesque maid lifted 
her shirt to reveal the dinosaur-era double-winged butterfly. 

-“Have you just arrived?” 

-“Yes, we're setting up. I'll see you later,’ she sent me off. At 
subsequent encounters, they avoided conversation, probably on their 
way with male friends. 
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Although it happened a day later, it is one of many subtleties not 
immediately recorded on paper that I now notice due to similarities 
when digitising, as if my memory had weathered the chronological 
sequence or sent a search query with ‘butterfly’. My search robot 
reports: I've used that phrase several times. Where is my creativity? 
Sob!, contrite. No, the recycling of text blocks is almost inevitable 
when many tattoo similar motifs! Great, found another culprit. :Irony 
on: 
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On Saturday I called out to another girl: 

-“Oh, you've got a beautiful butterfly tattooed!” 

-“That's a moth.” 

-“We don't have large-winged moths like that here, especially not 
coloured ones. It's probably from the two Americas.” 

-“Do you see the curved appendage under the two wings? Like a 
small third wing. Only moths have that.” 


But even after the brief conversation about this moth motif, she 
quickly fluttered away from me. 
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Bas: 


I was reading from my books during a round when I felt a drizz- 
le. I quickly stepped under the roof of her pavilion so that no raindrops 
would soften and curl the paper, blur the printer's ink and end up 
soaking other pages and sticking to them. The drizzle turned into rain. 
I pulled my open rucksack under the shelter. Now the drizzle increa- 
sed to a downpour. I quickly put my books into protective covers and 
closed the rucksack — just in time. The next moment, a gust of wind 
lifted the pavilion. Everyone jumped up to hold on to the four corner 
poles and the delicate frame between them. 

I had joked when J arrived: 

-“Well, did you bring the sun here with a butterfly net?” 

The sun had just come through for the first time. 

-“That was you! You brought it with you,” said someone in the 
group. 

The three neighbour girls with their problematic attitude to men 
had announced the weather forecast had told them there would be no 
more rain from 13:00. That was over for today, which is why I was 
delighted to rush off to catch up on my reading. 


Gusts of wind whipped through with much fanfare; a torrential 
downpour lashed down and whistled sideways. The side slopes of the 
pavilion were blown away. My rucksack was also discoloured by the 
wet. I hope nothing happens to my books! Just as suddenly as it had 
arrived, the strong winds and rain disappeared again. At times it had 
been hazy; fog had obscured the view. Now white cloud banks were 
blazing again, gradually loosening into fleecy clouds. 

-“You didn't do it right,” shouted one of the group jokingly, “You 
had caught the sun with a butterfly catcher.” 

-“The sun escaped me,” I replied, “We'll all have to catch it again 
with the butterfly net.” 

-“The pavilion was brand new. We bought it for this festival and 
now it's already broken,” said one of the girls. 

-“Oh, no big deal. The frame is still intact. You can reattach the 
fabric with duct tape.” 

-“That's not so bad. It'll probably last for this festival if there's no 
more storms. It only cost 10 each.” 

-“The weatherman has got it wrong! His frog croaked earlier that 
there shouldn't be any rain from 13:00. Now we've had downpours 
with storms.” That was around two o'clock. 
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I also suggested applying to patent my idea of a windproof pavi- 
lion or awning: “I put several valves in the roof, or cut holes with rags 
over them. The wind whistles through, exerts little force and can't 
blow away or over. As soon as the wind dies down, the flaps fall back 
onto the hole and the valves close so that no rain can get through.” 


Unfortunately, my reading was interrupted and their mood to 
listen to it evaporated. 

-“Tt was interesting, nice to meet you, but we're not interested,” 
one of the men told me. 


Then things got good again. A more natural girl ran down the 
sandy path to the fast-dance stage, where hitech was often played, 
shaking your stomach until you feel queasy, or pain-free, mostly 
young dancers rushed towards a more aggressive trance, which pro- 
bably set them apart from their more leisurely goa-trance mothers, 
who were already moving far too fast compared to baroque choirs and 
fugues. The spaceship drifted towards the evening sky with rapid 
thrusts. 
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-,,Oh, you wear the sun on your chest,” I greeted her. As is 
usually only the case in dreams, or the fleeting illusion of a festival, 
she stopped and looked at me, beaming. In a city, she would have run 
past me like a misprogrammed robot and not given me a friendly 
glance. Now a blonde girl is smiling at me — what better reason could 
there be to attend such parties despite the fog of noise and overly loud 
low bass? Incidentally, a young man who floated past me on the 
campsite said to me: 

-“A lot of people say they're here for the ambience. I'm actually 
part of the minority who are here for the music!” 

Too bad, he's got it all wrong. In my class, I once sat there again 
with dreamy eyes. Our teacher had asked: 

-“What's the matter with im He's completely absent-minded.” 

-“Oh, I urge you! What does a young man of his age dream 
about?”, mocked a classmate. 

Resounding laughter at the time. 


33 


My memory confuses itself because it always tries to poetically 
supplement poor events with suitable connections of thought. That's 
all well and good, it's part and parcel of the process of condensing 
reality into a work of art, but I have to apologise for my artistic streak, 
which constantly interferes, muddling my sentences and reports. In 
fact, I was standing at the edge of the sandpit, in front of me a girl 
who had stopped and smiled. Her face wrapped in blonde curly waves 
turned towards me like Homer's pale memory of the Achaeans from 
the north. -““Yes,” she beamed. That's enough. Girls only need to hum 
‘yes’ and let the sun of their smile rise. More work is reserved for 
men. This is one of the problematic inequalities that feminist waves of 
all time have continued to magnify. 

-“You always have the sun with you, even at night.” 

-“This is amber,” she explained with serious eyes about the 
yellow stone in the centre of her sun with petals in the form of rays. 


For three quarters of a millennium, German-speaking tribes lived 
on the spits of the Baltic Sea, where this tree resin, hardened over 
millions of years, was washed up, especially between the cities of 
K6nigsberg and Memel. The Prussian king's famous Amber Room 
was made from it, which the tsar liked so much when he visited that 
the magnanimous king gave the tsar the entire Amber Room as a gift. 
He was not thanked for it. A mobilisation by the last Russian tsar 
started the great World Conflagration, and after two gigantic wars, the 
hospitable tribes living there were expelled. Amber is history, contai- 
ning insects, leaves and flowers that lived together with dinosaurs mil- 
li-ons of years ago, when the earth was a tropical planet with a much 
higher level of carbon dioxide and oxygen than today. Amber is the 
tears of the gods over the folly of man. 


Are they bear stones or stones of Dietrich von Bern, who was 
part of our tragedy in the Song of the Nibelungs, as it has charac teri- 
sed our history since the fall of numerous tribes: Usipetians and Tenk- 
terians were massacred by Julius Caesar together with their wives and 
children when they invited him to negotiate. A similar fate befell the 
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Helvetii and Gauls, all of whom, to our regret, never defeated Caesar 
and averted his danger when translating and reading Caesar's works in 
school lessons. Even the Vandals, who did not commit vandalism, but 
rebuilt many works of art, were only slandered by the Catholic clergy 
because of their Arian faith and quarrels with them, the Ostrogoths, 
Visigoths, Burgundians and many others perished or lost their langu- 
age and identity like the Lombards. 


Though the amber coast is lost to us, a Baltic Sea girl stands 
before me with an amber sun hanging over her breasts. If only I could 
beget a tribe of poets and thinkers with her under the galaxy of stars 
and psychedelic light effects, I would be reconciled with the world. 
But that is never granted to me. 
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This lament I let resound like Roland's horn Olifant, which blares 
in times of danger, the call of Heimdall with his Gjallarhorn at the 
outbreak of Ragnarék of the Twilight of the Gods, before the thunder 
god Donar wrestles with the Midgard- or World-Serpent. 
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-“Are you from the Baltic Sea?” 

“Yes” 

-“Then that fits perfectly.” 

With an implied hug -“See you around.” this seemingly fairytale- 
like apparition in the real world bade me farewell, “I must be on my 
way now.” That's how it always goes. Superficial but at least nice. 
Otherwise it's worse. 


a 


While brushing my teeth at the taps in the centre between the 
supervised pay toilets, two girls who I had already seen in the 
afternoon and spoken to briefly during reading sessions came out of 
the dixies one after the other. They looked cute. 

-“Hey,” I greeted the first one. -“Hey,” she looked friendly. 

-“Hey, there you are,” I greeted the second, even prettier one a 
little later. She was beaming: 

-““Hey. You have a cool beard.” 

-Thank you. And you have a nice smile.” 

-“You brush your teeth comfortably." 

-“Yeah, right.” 
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She went on. When I had finished brushing, I found them both 
standing in the exit area of the shower and toilet area. 

“You have a relaxed smile.” I spoke to her again, beaming, 
“What's your name?” 

-“Anni” 

-“With an ‘i’, not an ‘a’. Too bad, with ‘a’ you'd understand your 
name if I accidentally spoke backwards." 

-“That's just like Otto.” 

Unfortunately, I didn't see either of them anywhere, although I 
kept an eye out for them at the stages and stands after I had brought 
my toothbrushing kit back to the tent. 


A girl stood busy with her phone at the edge of the sand strip 
dance floor. 

-“There's also a real world, not just a digital one.” 

I pointed to the colourfully illuminated stage and the equally 
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Unfortunately, it rains through, but the ornaments are imaginati- 
ve, except for three weeks ago, when monotonous purple and white 
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stripes were distracting. Presumably the purpose of this is to give the 
wind less of a surface to attack because it can simply whistle through. 
Otherwise, at most festivals the sail roof would have been torn to 
shreds or blown away by the first gust of wind. 

“Did you just send a message: ‘This is how I'm dancing right 
now’?” I teased her. -“Yes” -“If you take a selfie stick, you can broad- 
cast yourself dancing,” I teased her further. 

-“T don't have one of those.” 

“What's your name?” -“xyz” -“I'm zyx. Well, you've got a red 
drink!” 

-“That's yxz juice.” 

-“Looks like a magic potion.” 


Revered reader, recurring repetition readily results in boredom. 
Can you think of a word for boredom on ‘r’ right now? I admit, like 
many flirting students, patterns and building blocks occur multiple 
times when approaching. 

-“That could be.” 

-“You'll turn the prince into a frog and I'll hop away croaking. 
Croak croak croak.” 
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She laughed. 

“Now I'm going to switch to the digital world,” I joked, dug my 
camera out of my rucksack and took some photos. By the time I had 
captured the colourful frenzy of the decoration in a few pictures, she 
had disappeared without a trace. Girls regularly performed this magic 
trick back in my student days. They always knew how to wait until my 
attention was distracted by something else, only to disappear at that 
moment, never to be seen again. Perhaps this corresponds to a prime- 
val instinct in women that was painfully flushed back to the surface 
with other prehistoric relics around 1968, when bunglers fancied im- 
proving the world and pleasing it. 
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A boy approached me happily. 

-“You're the book man, aren't you?” 

-“Yes, I'm the poet.” 

-“Have you got your book with you?” 

-“T've written many. Some are in my rucksack.” 

-“You read with us once when I was on a trip. It was a perfect fit. 
You got the mood just right. That was years ago.” 

-“Do you want to see the books?” -““Yes” 
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We walked to the edge of the sand stamping area. There, where 
some grasses and plants were beginning to grow, it was less dusty and 
grainy, some had laid out their blankets. Two of them were empty. We 
sat down on one. In between, a girl came by, looked at his full glass, 
presumably of beer, and said we could sit there for a while, but he 
should watch his glass so that he didn't spill anything on the blanket. 
Understandable: I don't like the smell of beer on my clothes either. So 
she let me show him my books undisturbed. Although dusk had ad- 

ters. 
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-“You probably mean the psychedelic book.” 

-“You were talking about a trip, then you came up with Star 
Wars.” 

-“That can't be true. I haven't mentioned Star Wars in any book 
yet.” -“Then I've got you mixed up.” 

-“Certainly not; there's no poet other than me who offers his 
books at festivals. Ah! Was it this section? It's about Tolkien, the Lord 
of the Rings.” 

-““Yes, that's the passage; it was the Lord of the Rings, not Star 
Wars.” 

He then bought the psychedelic book and was delighted. 
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Another knew me by sight, asked about my experiences and 
views, how Goas had changed, enquired how old I was and how long I 
had been active in the scene. 


oi 


YAOI 


=p 


Similar questions and views I heard from several people, inclu- 
ding an older hippie who said he spends half a year in India. I had 
asked him about his family picture of Shiva, with women and 
children, including Ganesha. 

-“T don't see his mount,” I had replied, looking at his son Ga- 
nesha. 

-“There's his mount,” he pointed, “It's called Nandi.” 

-““Yes, but I meant Ganesha's, the mouse.” 

-“The mouse is pictured here,” he pointed, “but I don't know its 
name.” 

He himself documents India on film, just like I do classically in 
books. So he doesn't need anything about India. Others would rather 
take drugs themselves than read a book about it. 


A woman who had arrived late also told that the Goas used to 
have a better spirit; now it was more partying, drinking or drugs, or at 
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least less spiritual behaviour. I am caught between the two fronts. I 
have nothing to do with naive esotericism; it has been misleading us 
since the 1960s. 

-“Tt doesn't work like that,” I explained in one such group, “Soci- 
ety has been overturned by individualism, which has led to extreme 
hedonism, since the Age of Enlightenment. The previous natural phi- 
losophy was orientated towards human nature, and the counterpoint 
expresses how different voices or lives come together to form a total 
work of art in which disharmonies dissolve into harmonies. The belief 
that if everyone is in a good mood, does their thing and is recognised 
as themselves, an idyll will result is deceptive. Instead, society, indivi- 
duals and both sexes are falling apart, heading for conflict and percei- 
ving each other as disruptive. What was once loved, desired and re- 
spected is now even antagonised. A new culture is therefore needed to 
reconnect them.” 


Such thinking fundamentally contradicts the naive attitude to life 
that has been common since the hippies, acid-heads and esoterics of 
the 1960s. It is one of several causes of failure, political and feminist 
ideologies and aberrations. It is so deeply rooted that my arguments 


43 


are acoustically understood, but their implications are not grasped. 
They would have to unravel the image of themselves as well as their 
worldview in order to understand it. They do not do that. In order to 
remain true to their naive attitudes to life, they switch to obtuse, even 
if they formally have a normal IQ. 


The firstmentioned wanted to debate with me when he questi- 
oned me. As I am familiar with such debates and have tried again and 
again for decades, but have never been understood, instead remaining 
trapped in fruitless, often hours-long circular loops, because there is 
no way out of the naive, closed world view of this era towards under- 
standing fundamental human nature, I avoided it. It only costs several 
hours of precious life time and a lot of energy without the slightest 
result. You could sooner teach a donkey to write poetry like Goethe 
and sing opera as a heroic tenor than debate with contemporaries 
about their misconception that everything in life comes about form- 
lessly, simply through good will or ‘good vibes’. It is the naive, esote- 
ric underpinning of the naive political utopias of our era. 
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When our conversation threatened to turn into a debate, I shuffled 
out of it: 

-“The details are far too long for a conversation. That's why 
they're covered thoroughly in my books.” 

-“T'm too high for that right now,” he replied and left. 


Now I did even more laps of both stages as the night grew darker, 
which made it difficult to recognise faces in the distance, especially as 
dancers had dressed warmly for the chilly night in the meantime. 


In between, I walked through the circle of stalls selling snacks, 


clothes and bric-a-brac. But I didn't find any of the girls who had been 
chatting with me openly. What a pity. 


46 


Instead, I now saw several more pairs of the unfortunately com- 
mon colour code: she light and local, he darker with non-native ances- 
tors, oriental or southern features. The usual. Congratulations on being 
a loser and dying out without children. 


15.6.2024 

Morning reading session cancelled due to rain. 

Three girls were waiting outside the dixies. 

-“Did you bring a ray of sunshine here?” I asked one of them. 
-“T know you from the Camakavum.” 

-“Nice to see you.” I improvised. 

-““Yeah, cool.” 

-“Are those bulls? It looks like a classic ornament.” 

She looked and showed her tattoo around her leg. 


-“Tt's just like that...” 

-“Like a floor mosaic from antiquity... Iam J | the poet.” 

-“T know.” -““And you?” She gave her name -“I have to go there 
right now.” 

She went to the loo. Meanwhile, I chatted to her two friends. 
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-“Ts that a rubber tree?” 

-“No, a...” I've forgotten the name of the plant. 

-““As a child, I once cheered: ‘We have a rubber tree, rubber tree!’ 
(Da capo al fine) when we had just received one as a present. Your 
plant must be growing well because it was watered by the rain earlier.” 
-““My plant has died. That's why I tattooed it.” 
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On her return from the porta-potty: 

-“Oh, what's that jewellery?” 

She was trusting and accepted light touches. 

-“T got this from an artist.” 

-““What does it mean?” Some kind of star?” 

-“T don't know what she was thinking.” 

-““A network of stars” 

-““A connection with everything.” 

-““A connection above and one below.” 

-““See you on the Camakavum.” She said goodbye to me, “We're 
going dancing now. I'll see you later.” 

-““See you later. Then we'll dance together.” 


48 


A few partly successful readings later: smiles on mutual side. 
-“You're smiling so beautifully right now — like a flower in the 


-“Where is the sun?” 

-“Up there behind the clouds.” 

-“T wish it was here.” 

-“Tie it up with your blonde hair and pull it here!” 

-“That would be nice.” 

-“Then she'll be with you and warm you in the night.” 

-“T have to dance now.” 

Why do girls always have to get away from me, even when the 
conversation seems to be going well? 

-““What kind of tattoo is that?” 

-“Tt's a...” Unfortunately, I've forgotten what was engraved on 
her skin. 

-“Your flower is already bearing red fruit.” 

(In each of her earlobes she wore a small chain or bar with four 
red pearls hanging at a distance from each other, a bit like a redcurrant 
panicle.) 


-“Can you eat them, bite into it?” 

-“Not that, but these.” 

She pointed to a string around her neck, from which small flat- 
round pastilles were hung, resplendent in various pastel shades like 
dabs of hue in a painter's box of colours. 

-“Oh, you have an edible necklace!” 

-“They're sweets of some kind.” 

-“Practical. You can't starve, you'll always have something to 
eat.” 

She bit into one of the colourful beads so that the rest could be 
removed and ate it. 

-“Fine, if you don't like one of the colours, just eat it.” 

After all, her threaded candy discs with a hole were all in a 
different pastel colour. 

-“T'm going dancing now.” 


Not so well, girls always want to dance and show off to other 
men rather than talk to me. Something always goes wrong. It was the 
same when I was twelve as it is still today at an advanced mature age. 


50 


The world is badly organised. Our culture collapsed and nothing 
works out. 


After she disappeared, I started dancing too, although it was 
booming unusually fast (Hitech). What else could I do? This style do- 
minates here. 


A girl wanted to press a thick stack of advertising stickers for 
“Master of Puppets” into my hand, but was surprised that I thought I 
didn't need any. I was told that the masters of puppets make them hop 
faster than rabbits on the run. The girl with the advertising leaflets or 
stickers — that was earlier at the tents — also said goodbye to me. 


While dancing, I took a wide berth, hopping through the crowd 
even with a heavy rucksack, in case I found large enough gaps to 
avoid touching anyone, thus increasing the chance of spotting one of 
the girls again. For them, it's supposed to look random and unintenti- 
onal, because otherwise they're scared and flee in panic, but the truth 
is: without a targeted male approach, nothing ever happens. Never in 
my life! 


mal 


So schwer haben es Manner heute beim Dating (+ Praxisfall) 


Q Peter Frahm Coaching 
83.400 Abonnenten 

«So difficult is dating today for men (+practical case)» (Peter 
Frahm Coaching) 


Opposite me, I spotted the three from earlier. 

-“There you are again!” I beamed. However, the three of them 
hardly reacted to me, jumping in a fast rhythm. What a pity. A little 
later, the other one was passing by. 

-“Lost and found again!” I greeted. 

-“Tt wasn't my thing on the floor. That's why I'm back here,” she 
explained. 

I put down my heavy book and camera rucksack. 

-“Tt feels better to dance when you're free of the weight.” 

-“Yes” Unfortunately, the sunflower had become monosyllabic in 
the twilight. 


—_ | 
~— | 
| 
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-,, Your sunglasses gleam like lemurs' eyes.” 
She had pulled this over her hair, which prompted me to reach 
into my box of building blocks with ideas that had once been sponta- 
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neous. It's impossible to be original with every sentence, to always 
invent something new. Physically impressive men or men who are not 
broken by feminism don't need to be original, they are accepted on a 
physical level, almost no matter what they say. After all, she then 
pulled her sunglasses over her eyes, but coolly continued dancing, 
looking in all directions, but hardly at me. -‘What to do?’ (Lenin) 
-‘The gods are plastered!’ (a spoof of Lenin's book title) Like every- 
one and always, she was gradually slipping away from me. 

“You dance like a sunflower looking for the sun,” I tried to 
follow up. She listened to what I said, but there were no answers. 
After a few such attempts: 

-“What festivals are you going to next?” 

-“This is my first one this year. Orange Sun. And you?” 

-“VOOV” 

-“T don't know that one.” 

-“Then Wonderland.” 

-“Not this year.” 

-“Ts the sun really orange at “Orange Sun’?” 

-“Tt was last year.” 

-“Tf it's not, you'll have to give me some of your candy around 
your neck to console me! Do you have Instagram?” 

“Yes” 

-“On Insta I'm il See you at the Orange Sun.” 

-“T don't have my mobile phone with me, but I can remember it.” 

As a precaution, I spelt it again. 

-“In one word. Send me a message, including when you're 
coming to the Orange Sun.” 

Shortly afterwards, she disappeared. I hoped she'd gone to the 
tent so she wouldn't forget my Instagram name, but that was a vain 
daydream since, as usual, I never received a message and I wasn't fol- 
lowed by any of the girls I'd given my Instagram to at the festival. 


At the campsite, I crossed paths with a woman who was light 
juggling and her boyfriend. 

-“May I take a picture?” I asked to secure her consent. I had 
attached a slightly brighter lens to the camera. I have an even brighter 
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one, but unfortunately without autofocus and dodgy sharpness. So far, 
all the pictures taken with this cheap lens have been slightly washed 
out, making them unusable for a professional. The current lens from 
the camera manufacturer does have autofocus, but unfortunately it 
often fails at dusk, resulting in muddy discs of light instead of sharp 
contours. In addition, an APD filter is permanently installed, which is 
supposed to improve the bokeh, but unfortunately also swallows up to 
half an aperture of light intensity. 

-“Yes, my friends have told me about you. They had a lovely 
encounter with you.” 


I hear that a lot. Only because of my good charisma am I likely to 
be tolerated or even appreciated by most people with my ‘incorrect’ 
book content. But that doesn't help at all with the girls as a man. No 
amount of positive charisma will win a girl over sexually. All of 
today's beliefs and ideologies fail completely. 

Quora 


Why do women pursue men who aren't interested? 


All related (66) V Sort Recommended Y 


rR Ronnie Pilkington x 
Author has 1.1K answers and 261K answer views - ly 


It's how the minds of many women work. 
Attractive girls become immune to guys paying attention to them and persuing them. It's what 
they expect. 
«Why do women pursue men who aren't interested?» 
-«It's how the minds of many women work. Attractive girls 
become immune to guys paying attention to them and persuing them. 
It's what they expect.» (Ronnie, Quora) 


Every good teacher of flirting or pick-ups teaches this to their 
students. Girls are repelled by men who desire them, which seems 
‘creepy’, but attracted by men who are wanted by many women and 
have lots of options. 
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Around midnight I moved across the grounds to dance and 
recharge my phone. The three girls were back. 
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-“Now your star net is dancing under the stars,” I tried to joke, 
but received no audible response, which disappointed me greatly. Are 
they all that uninterested in me? Was I too quiet in the overloud babble 
of noise? But then she would have looked questioningly and I would 
have repeated loudly and slowly. After all, there was no war, which is 
not a given at the moment. But the girls are lost, which means defeat 
in a spiritual and sexual war. I danced forwards to appear ‘cool’ and 
uninvolved, because that's what men have to do to avoid being 
rejected by women for being noticeably interested. Isn't it insane that 
women today want men who show no sexual interest in them? 

QO B hitp idiva.com ons t ; 


Fashion Health & Wellness Lifestyle Weddings Relationships & Love Videos More 


“Sorry boys, | already have my eye on a guy that isn't interested!” - Anonymous 
«Sorry boys, I already have my eye on a guy that isn't inter- 
ested!”’» (Anonymous classic) 


Do 


It's exactly the wrong way round, but that's life in a cultureless, 
derailed feminist society. 


WOMEN only FANTASIZE about men who have OTHER WOMEN on the SIDE (hidden female 
nature SECRETS) 


OD ssicencnace cea Gas 

«WOMEN only FANTASIZE about men who have OTHER 
WOMEN on the SIDE (hidden female nature SECRETS)» (Casey 
Zander, 513.000 subscribers) 


Last chance for Instagram. We'd had such a nice chat earlier. 
Now I danced around, trying to look uninvolved, then returned as if by 
chance. 

-““What are your next festivals?” 

-““Modem” 

-“T was at Ozora. From there, some people hitchhiked straight on 
to Modem. I'm at the VOOV.” 

-“T don't know.” 

(Again. No luck today, or they're hi-tech purists.) 

-““Wonderland” 

-“T'm not there either. I'm not at many festivals this year. This is 
my only one.” 

There it was, the self-contradictory dismissive attitude. Because 
she had just wanted to travel to Modem. There was no point in asking 
about Instagram or WhatsApp. 


Next to my tent I had been chatting with three neighbour girls 
several times since yesterday, e.g. 

-“There are two tent pegs here. Is anyone hungry?” I handed 
them to her. (In German, herring and tent peg are the same word.) 

She laughed -“These are ours. Thank you.” 

They had already assembled their pavilion of the same design 
with damage to the plastic joint before the violent gust of wind. Some 
pegs had probably been left behind. In conversation, she asked: 

-““Where are you from?” 

-““Berlin.” 
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-““So is she. Maybe she can give you a lift.” 

-“No!” replied the second one sharply, who had travelled alone. 

-“T wouldn't have taken a man on my own either,” the first ex- 
plained. 

-“But why is that?” 

-“T'd be far too scared that he'd drive me round the bend.” 

-“What's wrong with you? A gentleman could protect you better 
than you could protect yourself.” 

-““How am I supposed to know that?” 

Incredible fear of men, yet inviting millions of warriors from all 
war and crisis zones in non-European faraway places, until not only 
feminist Sweden became a rape capital of Europe and Germany the 
country of daily stabbings and gang rapes. I have neither TM™ nor 
goose bumps “” on the mark man like those who have been brought in 
by the state and admitted without ID cards. 

-“And what will happen to the man?” I asked her. 

-“He can manage on his own as a man.” 

A man needs nothing, is just a man, has to be as needless as a 
god, but is treated with hostility like a devil, stripped financially and 
rendered powerless like a slave. I was flabbergasted and knocked out 
in terms of conversation. 


On my tours for book presentations and readings, I had visited a 
group with a pavilion. In front of it stood a large armchair, whose 
backrest was wrapped in a psychedelic cloth. 

-“You have a beautiful psychedelic armchair there,” I praised. 

-“Tt's actually a German chair. The fabric is just pulled over.” 

-“Great. You just need to take the stuff off for the European 
Championships.” 

“Exactly” 

That's what they did the next day for the opening of the football 
tournament. I find it reassuring that not only old Goa disciples are 
here, who unfortunately often cling to woke prejudices from the past, 
but also younger people who are open to other influences that have 
been treated with hostility since 1968. 


oT 


In a girls' group I had my “Indian Spirit” book bypassed. One girl 
leafed through it, then read a page with an anonymised email or mes- 
sage at the back. The look on her face was a little bewildered, dis- 
mayed or sceptical. I didn't let this put me off, but continued my 
reading. After brooding over the same part of the page for a while, she 
passed the book to her neighbour, leaving an index finger between the 
pages. 

-“T opened the page with the most interesting passage,” she poin- 
ted out to her friend, who then accepted the book half open and pored 
over the same passage with a similar expression. As I later realised, it 
was a passage about a woman who wanted to have children and whom 
I had offered to help, whereupon she had mocked my moustache, 
which is, of course, considered original and artistic in the festival 
scene. Unfortunately, my moustache gets more attention than my 
books. At the end of my talk, she handed the book back; the group 
bought the psychedelic book instead. 


They only ever notice the peripheral or misinterpreted in the 
books: of course they don't realise that an incel deserves to finally be 
adored and sexually admitted by some girls, let alone that the author, 
who is esteemed as an original and a poet, obviously desires some- 
thing from girls. To the extent that they understand unfruitful aberrati- 
ons and feminist views, normal fruitful life and concerns have become 
incomprehensible. The more they understand foreign men sexually, 
the less the native men. 


16.6.2024 

The day of the return journey is a gap in my notes. There were no 
buyers on the morning round. At least I got home dry before the next 
storm front, had time to eat properly, shower and sleep in. Prioritising 
the body over the mind. 


17.6.2024 

During my night dream, I was travelling again, with a group or 
with my parents or family. Whatever the case, I was recording all the 
interesting impressions. Not just with my mind, but with my camera. 
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At one point, we visited a huge building that looked like a work of art 
in the shape of a mountain with towers and buildings from lost eras. I 
walked through halls with amazing shapes and decided to take a pic- 
ture of it all, but had to keep going with the others. Higher up and 
deeper in, I reached a tower dome where the surrounding landscape 
could be seen through large windows. Snap snap snap. However, there 
were glass panes, which were probably intended to protect me from 
falling out. Perhaps everything was on a headland or island; stormy 
sea was far behind. But there I got no panoramic view. I walked off 
the path that was open to visitors. There were indeed windows in the 
other directions, but inconsiderate visitors had left their greasy hand- 
prints in masses on the windows, which ran out in ripples like the 
rosette windows of a Gothic church, forming their own patterns, at 
any rate defacing photographs. 


I was greeted by a large crowd of visitors, who pressed on into a 
steeply sloping tunnel passage, which was so narrow that I could not 
turn round against the current, because I had hardly taken pictures of 
all the marvellous things so far. We went down a steep floor in which 
steps were only indicated by slight notches, so that one could walk 
down safely, almost slide, but when I stood at the bottom I had no grip 
on the slippery floor to walk up again against the mighty stream of 
visitors to the others and the sights. So I was spit out with the stream 
of people onto a slope in the mountains. Distant ocean waves rolled in. 
The door, or rather sluice, closed behind us, keeping not the ocean 
water but visitors from entering in the wrong direction. 


I took in the view of the mountains and coast, perhaps even with 
my camera, turned round to find the entrance where we had gone in, 
to make up for what I had just missed on my second attempt. Sudden- 
ly I was back in the middle of a city, walking on a pavement, crossing 
a busy road. ‘If I turn round here, I'll get halfway round the block back 
to the entrance,’ I thought. 


On the way, I chatted to a girl walking the same way. 
-“Tt's nice here, but I find some people a bit broken,” I told her. 
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-“Yeah, this one guy in particular looked pretty weird and kind of 
broken” she replied, “this right-wing populist.” 


I forgot whether she meant a Trump supporter or one of our local 
opposition. 

-““What makes you think that?”, I replied. “Since 1968 cruel types 
have set the tone, when crazy radical youths rebelled, angrily chanting 
rubbish that embarrasses even them today, brandishing Mao Bibles, 
completely sexually and mentally derailed and unmannerly, full of 
rage and hatred for those who think differently, whom they called 
‘fascists’, treated hatefully and mentally cruelly as a sadistic mob that 
on top of it considers itself morally superior.” 

Well, I did some logical sharpening and smoothing to the previ- 
ous sentence while I was awake, because when I was dreaming, expe- 
rience and emotion were in the foreground. The content of the fol- 
lowing sentences is also correct, but they have been smoothed out 
while awake. 

“Since then, we have had plenty of broken types who have 
characterised western fashion and zeitgeist to this day. Consistently! 
But of all people, those who are finally trying to get out of these kinds 
of broken things, trying to recover as human beings, trying to become 
normal again, are then accused of what they themselves are, namely 
being broken, by those who have been spreading one broken aberrati- 
on after another for more than half a century,” I replied indignantly. 
But I remained cautious, because the girl obviously belonged to that 
current herself, which is why I had to weigh every word on a gold 
scale so that she and the people around her would not immediately 
perceive me as an ‘evil enemy’. 


Now even my dreams are becoming political. I was no longer 
walking along the street, where I was looking around the corner for 
the entrance to the strange building I had slipped out of, but found 
myself with her on a rocky hillside. Then I woke up. 


20.6.2024 
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I haven't written down many short, confused dream fragments 
since Monday. Tonight I was somewhere, perhaps in my parents’ 
house, but it stood far away as a hostel. When I was a child, I often 
imagined strange houses as a copy of my parents’ house; perhaps my 
dream had reverted to this habit. We were supposed to pack our things 
to leave. But I was disturbed by the others, who were all busily stuf- 
fing their rucksacks or suitcases and, for some unknown reason, stan- 
ding in my way of doing the same. I was upstairs in the room where 
the servants and nannies once lived, helping my mother and grand- 
mother in the kitchen; later it served as a guest room. I didn't pack up 
there yet, but waited for the others to finish in the hope of making it to 
the departure, which then hardly seemed possible. 


I don't remember what became of it or the details. Then again, I 
was on holiday with my parents. We had travelled to some town or 
other. ‘Where is our accommodation?’ We found it after a long walk 
zigzagging through the city, but I didn't remember the way. I don't 
know why I left there, but I had to go home, where I was alone this 
time, unless I was living away in a third city. There I worked in a com- 
pany, so I wasn't as free as before, but had a boss above me, which 
was unusual for the son of a self-employed person. I had never experi- 
enced that others could make decisions about us or me! 


I tried to make it clear to this boss that I would be travelling to 
my parents the next day by train, which was still considered reliable 
and punctual at the time: “Héchste railway!” and “You can set your 
watch by the train”. I was afraid I wouldn't be able to find the holiday 
flat in the city because I hadn't written down the address and couldn't 
remember the way. There were no telephones in dreams yet. Anyway, 
I spoke to the boss for a while, but he would be travelling the next day 
himself, hence no one would be around to check whether I was at the 
company or not, so there was nothing to stop me going. I wished him 
a good journey. He also advised me to travel in the morning, as the 
connection would be quicker then than on night trains, which strolled 
from station to station like ghost trains. But I preferred to travel 
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straight away, to make the most of the night so that I would arrive in 
the morning. 


Somehow I only remember boring circumstances; my dream 
doesn't have esprit. Whatever was remarkable has probably fallen 
victim to repression the moment I wake up. 


22.6.2024 

Questionable night dream. I was in a hospital, but I was healthy. 
Apparently there was also a girl there and I wanted to leave with her. 
But they said that wasn't possible, that I was ill and had to stay there. I 
also lost contact with her. -““No, I'm fine!” I wandered around the 
corridors, looking for the exit, I was so lively that it started to bother 
them and they were increasingly willing to let me go. 


Fell asleep again, continued dreaming. This time I sat down next 
to a girl and chatted with her. I've forgotten what I said, but at first she 
responded to me animatedly. Then I realised that she was sitting next 
to a man. It must have been like that from the start. Suddenly he leant 
forward and forbade me to talk to her. Did he say -“‘You're not talking 
to my girlfriend!”? I don't know. They were both suddenly dressed in 
colourful clothes. Somehow she was still talking to me, maybe saying 
something to him like: -“We're just talking, it doesn't mean anything.” 
He leant forward again and said something. -“You can talk to her, but 
just talk. Nothing will come of it. She's here with me.” Then he 
suddenly praised me for being colourful or original. Men often do that 
when they show off their high status by patronising others, but in such 
a way that I become uninteresting to the girl, while they build them- 
selves up as a good sex partner. 


Now wrinkles and furrows began to appear on the face of the 
man next to her; it aged and became an old man's face. The girl, too, 
no longer looked so young and had the first signs of wrinkles. She was 
now a strict governess who made sure that nothing came of my con- 
versation with her. I tried to detach her from the person next to her. We 
stood up. Several people were standing there like at a party or in a gal- 
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lery, some silent, some in conversation, with a glass in their hand. 
Musicians or mixer jugglers seemed to be there, but they weren't play- 
ing any music yet. Only soft band music could be heard in the back- 
ground. 


-“Come let's dance,” I said to the girl, who no longer had any 
wrinkles and was young and supple again. I started a couple's dance to 
soft music. It worked if I concentrated hard enough to hear the 
rhythms. Her arms over my shoulder, I swayed with her; my hands 
moved her hips to the sound of the instruments. -‘A couple dance like 
this is so much sweeter than those darn single dances I grew up with,’ 
I thought. But the dance with their swaying hips and bellies somehow 
didn't turn into what I imagined, it remained just a dance. Was some 
mocking god speaking in the background: -‘You can dance with her, 
but it won't be what you imagine’? I don't know and woke up without 
having clarified this question. 


In Murukami's Wonderland, I now reached the day side of the 
mirror worlds: At the LAIR meeting, where pick-up users gathered 
instead of unicorns, I enquired whether everything was right: Is my 
posture straight, does it look casual? Are my clothes right? Today's 
leader thought it was appropriate, only criticising my shoes, which he 
had never liked. I wanted to buy new ones soon anyway. I had re- 
placed the leather strap of my Lilienthal watch with a rubber one, 
because the old one absorbed sweat, which might cause rejection from 
over-critical girls. A male loser has to pay attention to the craziest 
details. 

He also thought I looked reclined, which appeared almost offen- 
sive. 

-“Flirting teachers used to grumble because I would lean down to 
girls to compensate for our height difference and talk closer to their 
ears since I spoke too quietly back then. Now I think I've overcorrec- 
ted that a bit backwards. I'll pay attention to that.” 

I also asked: “Is my voice deep and concise enough?” 

I always admire the masters who show off their skills with flirt 
infields, have such a crisp, deep voice that mine pales in comparison, 
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even though it is often praised as very lively and expressive in recitals. 
How women react sexually is a paradox and a mystery. You can be a 
popular artist who is praised by women, but perish sexually for life. 
Unfortunately, the former and current leader had nothing more than 
platitudes. 

-“Just talk a lot and practise. It'll work out.” 

-““Maybe it works for physical men or pick-up artists, but it never 
works for me, not even once.” 

-“Just go for it, overcome your fear of approaching.” 

I haven't had any response anxiety for a long time, but I'm always 
reliably sexually blocked. They don't want me as a man. 

-“When a physically impressive boy shows weaknesses and talks 
rubbish, he's still successful, as I've seen on YouTube. After just a few 
sentences. I'm quickly turned down, no matter how fearless, confident 
and eloquent I am.” 

-“Yes, women are like that!” he scoffed at my statement that 
nothing worked with me. “You just do your own thing.” 

-“Everyone tells you should just be authentic and be yourself, 
then it would work out. I've been authentic all my life, but nothing 
works. That's just phrases.” 

-““Why don't you do what the successful people do? Just copy 
them. Look at someone who does it and wear the same clothes.” 

-“T have no sense of fashion and have often changed my style. 
When I wear it, it still never works.” 

-““Why pretend to be something for women that you're not?” 

-“But that's exactly what you were implying: I just do my own 
thing and should copy others who are successful instead.” 

-“Find a few hobbies. It goes down well if you have hobbies.” 

-“T have. I take photographs, write books and also include my 
pictures in the books. Both go down well. I like travelling. But girls 
still don't find me interesting as a man in a sexual sense.” 

A third member of the group said that I should just say something 
positive that always comes across well, like: ‘Well, what are you 
doing on this beautiful day?’ 
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-“T do that regularly: "What are you going to do with this lovely 
afternoon? No matter how positive I am, I don't get any sexual interest 
from girls.” 

-““You have to go in with a positive attitude.” 

-“Of course, but they don't want me.” 

And so on. Blah blah blah. They're just lucky themselves, but 


have no idea how the increasing number of losers are faring. 
He's polite, smart, tall & good looking. He never stood a chance 


Dp farts oe Mitglied werden QQ Abonniert v > 7590 «Op -> Teilen 


102.178 Aufrufe 26.06.2024 
A dating video on YouTube shows once again no matter what you do, it's never enough. Ten women eliminate a great guy for the 
shallowest reasons 


«He's polite, smart, tall & good looking. He never stood a chance 

A dating video on YouTube shows once again no matter what you 
do, it's never enough. Ten women eliminate a great guy for the shal- 
lowest reasons» 


Ep He's polite, smart, tall & good looking. He : 
never stood a chance 
Better Bachelor 


102.178 Aufrufe * vor 1 Tag 


«SIX MINUTES OF DATING HELL» (Better Bachelor, 102.178 
views in | day) 
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He is not alone in this. 


«PISS OFF! 

The BRUTAL truth about dating in 2024. (Every man needs to 
know this)» (VV Dating) 

. 2 


@ Die BRUTALE Wahrheit iiber Dating in 2024 
(Das muss jeder Mann wissen) 


VV Dating 
Many flirting teachers report the same. 


On YouTube, a flirting teacher explained that there are currently 
many complaints from men that it is more difficult than ever to meet 
girls. This is true for most of them, but for experts like him and his 
students, it is all the easier, like a land of milk and honey, because they 
know what to do and are therefore much better than other men. This is 
sexual selection, the female birthright in feminist society: reign of 
total sexual terror. Female sexual suffrage is innate; men have no 
sexual suffrage at all. The suffragettes deliberately made it worse. 


«How Dating Got 3x Harder For Men (The Sexual Market Crash 
Explained)» (The Natural Lifestyles) 
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Dating decline for men 1994-2024 


g How Dating Got 3x Harder For Men (The : 
Sexual Market Crash Explained) 


The Natural Lifestyles @ 
3624 Aufrufe * vor 1 Tag 


A boy matching female instincts had himself filmed approaching 
a girl and showed the conversation on YouTube: 

-““What phat are you shopping for?” 

His introduction was denglish and banal. 

-“T was just wondering why that's Mini.” 

The girl's first answer is open, spontaneous and natural, as I 
never get answers. With me, there are either no answers, negative or 
polite, sometimes respectful, but always filtered answers without emo- 
tional involvement. Even if my question and tone of voice were simi- 
lar, I never receive such trusting answers. That's why no amount of 
mental acrobatics or tricks can turn things around. I don't stand a 
chance before I even open my mouth. I'm sorted out, selected away, 
and nobody in this obdurate feminist society cares a rat's shit. 

-“No, no. You actually wanted to buy this phat basketball here. 
Because that's cool. Not cool that's. Or do you play something like 
that? Nope! Monopoly shit.” 
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I never say that kind of rubbish to girls. My thoughts are clearer 
and more polished, as is my language, but it's no use. His hollow and 
confusing short sentences in Denglish with grammatical errors such as 
the wrong word order starting with ‘Not’, on the other hand, attract 
her. It was actually a string of confused linguistic debris, but it was 
sexually appealing. Education harms. 

-“Tt's taking me too long,” she replied in agreement. 

Again, her answer is honest and spontaneous. They don't give me 
answers like that, which is why it's completely pointless. 

-“Do you have Instagram or something?” 

“Yes” 

No girl would ever give me her Instagram that quickly. They usu- 
ally want to avoid it. Even when they talk to me, it's usually: ‘I'm not 
giving away my number’. If once in a blue moon one girl does, then 
I'm quickly ‘ghosted’, as ignoring and deleting contact is called in the 
denglish of the scene. 

-“Let's go for a coffee sometime.” 

-“Yes, we can do that.” 

Absolutely fabulous. In my case, her facial expression would be 
horrified and dismissive. 

-“Cool. Then I'll just take this. Have fun with your first shopping 
trip.” 

Taken verbatim and commented on from: «Talking to women — 
without embarrassing yourself», Sunny.4TM, 365 subscribers only, 
2024! 


Back to my life: A beautiful blonde girl walked past. -“Wait a 
minute,” I apologised to the LAIR group and walked in her direction. 

-“You're carrying a hearty bag!” I spoke to her from the side. She 
looked and pulled out an earpiece. -““Yeah, isn't it?” 

Her white cloth bag was printed with lots of bright red hearts. 

-“Tt seems to be from Scandinavia. I saw an O (@) crossed out on 
the back.” 

-“That could be. I got it from ‘Flying Tigers’.” 


1 _ https://youtu.be/GfA-f3ekMA4 
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-“Flying Tigers? Dangerous!” I smiled at her, “I'll have to be 
careful not to get eaten! Are you from Berlin?” 

-“Dresden” 

-“That's nice too.” Before I could say anything else about Dres- 
den: 

-“T have to go on to my parents now.” 

She seemed to be in her 20s, so not too young. 

-“Are you going on holiday here?” 

“Yes” 

-“Then maybe you've seen more than I have. Tourists often make 
a lot of plans.” 

-““And Sie?” Ouch, I've been put on the wrong track again. Like 
you’, ‘Sie’ is the plural form, but in German it's formal, which nowa- 
days strictly excludes sexual undertones, whereas ‘you’ is perceived as 
personal. 

-“T came here for work.” 
-“Have a nice day. Bye.”, she left waving. The usual. 


“ 


-“Oh, you're carrying a sun in your arms. It's crying.” 

She laughed. -“It's enlightened.” 

-“Uh-huh, it shines for you and is enlightened. That's why it's 
crying about the sad state of the world.” 

She looked puzzled. -““No, not that right now. She's shining.” 

-“Then it's rays, not tears under the sun. You smile at the sun and 
it smiles back.” 

-“Something like that.” 

-“Good plan. I'm smiling back now too.” 

-“That's the plan.” 

-“What's your name?” 

-“Peach” 

-“Like Peace, only with -h instead of -e. I'm im” 

-‘Just like that, two letters?” 

-“Brevity is the spice of life, at least sometimes. That's also good 
for writing.” 

-“Do you write books?” 

“Yes” 
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-““Are they published?” 

-“Yes, some were pub-relished, read in public and private, and 
some printed in a publishing house.”, I joked. (The German puns are 
unfortunately untranslatable.) She laughed slightly. 

“And what are you doing? Studying or working?” 

-“Both. I'm doing an engineering degree.” 

-“T can think of a suitable saying for that.” 

-““An engineer is a junketeer.” 

The German proverbs are untranslatable again. 

-““Well, there you go! I was just about to say that too! But I have 
something else: ‘Yesterday I didn't know how to wrrite en-djinn-ear, 
and today I'm one!’ But you've probably heard it a hundred times.” 

-“All the time” 

-“You can't escape it. It's part of the engineering degree course.” 

“Yes” 

-““What are you doing with this lovely afternoon?” 

There it was again, the sentence that the third in Schiller's league 
(«Grant me the request to be / the third in the league with thee!») had 
warmly recommended to me. Though for me, it always heralds failure. 
It's not the sentence that matters, but who says it. If it's a winner, he 
wins. If a loser says it, he loses. I can stand on my head, do what I 
want, everything is completely pointless. Others come here from all 
over the world and quickly make a killing. Some men are unwanted, 
others are wanted. I'm always the unwanted one and I still pay for it. 

-“T'm going to visit my grandad.” 

-“Fine. That's a good thing.” 

-““And you?” 

-“T'm just looking for inspiration.” Now I tried to navigate to an 
Instagram exchange. -“T'll turn right there.” 

-“T'm going here. Have a nice day.” 

She was gone without swapping our Instagram addresses. 


At the art market, a tall woman was carrying a bag labelled ‘Céte 
d'Azur’. 

-““Ah, you're from the Cote d'Azur.” After switching to English: 

-“T got it from my mum.” 
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-“Then you weren't there yourself. But you're in Berlin now.” 

-““Yes, for one day.” 

-“Just one day?” 

-‘A week, as I decide.” 

Obviously she had been in a repelling attitude from the start. 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From the USA.” 

-“T was on the west coast, California and Oregon. And where do 
you live?” 

-“Centre” 

I had to pull every single word out of her throat now. Bad sign. 

-“Mid-West?” 

-““Yes” She turned away to the booth. Hopeless. I walked away. 
My star was waning even more. 


-“You look like a sunflower,” I told a fashionable young woman 
whose hair shone brightly in the sunlight. No reaction. I had to add a 
compliment, which made me a supplicant and disqualified me: “And 
you're carrying a lovely bag.” Because, as luck would have it, hers 
was also printed with just one red heart. 

-“T don't speak German.” 

-“English?” She nodded in agreement, but a translation didn't 
improve anything, it just made things worse. She put her earphones 
back in and walked on without a word. Now I'm already met with a 
rebuff at the first sentence. For pick-up experts small talk is cheap. It 
works for them. It doesn't work for me, never. There is never any pro- 
gress. 


Everywhere, groups of foreign men characterise the town and 
village: Orientals, Africans, but also Asians — most of them have come 
unmarried, some are already travelling with white girlfriends, others 
are still on the prowl. This daily image is an additional mockery of 
native white incels and male losers who have to work and pay for their 
own abolition, just like the ubiquitous feminist platitudes. But woe 
betide you if you say something against it, then you're a poxy “popu- 
list’ and ‘right-wing radical’! 
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Interracial Dating Has 
Destroyed Asian Men: 8 Inche... 


Chinese Historian 
65.287 Aufrufe + vor 2 Wochen 


«Interracial Dating Has Destroyed Asian Men: 8 Inche» (Chinese 
Historian) 


Asians are allowed to say it, whites aren't — they'd be ‘Nazi’. 

Waking state, sometime this week: only in the hit song “I like 
mountain farmer boys. For them I lost my heart long ago.” (Melissa 
Naschenweng) blonde local girls still fancy local boys from their tribe. 
Is that the reason why, in this masochistic era, pop songs are hated by 
pretty much everyone who considers themselves 'progressive', while 
they go deeper into hell every day? And lo and behold, the girl loyal to 
her tribe suddenly has compassion for losers who are heroes: 


«You're a fighter, you've lost many times 

You never do anything just because others do it, 

Because you fight out of conviction 

For what is right as a human being ... 

You've often embarrassed yourself in front of the world.» (Kom- 
pliment, Melissa Naschenweng) 


This is why people often intuitively try to heal broken, 
disintegrating societies, in which relations and relationships between 
the sexes break down and girls lack love for men and the losers of 
their own tribe, through national, traditional or tribal myths or culture. 
This is an important survival instinct; however, there is still a lack of 
understanding of the necessary division of labour between the two 
sexes in everyday life, beyond couples and families at community 
level. Since the Second World War, and accelerated since 1968, it has 
been demonised and downright Nazified like a number of necessary 
natural concepts, with the logical effect that occidental men have in- 
creasingly sunk into incelhood, sunk into deep, unspeakable suffering 
to which society was and is absolutely deaf. Masochists possessed by 
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Nazi trauma, together with feminists, have perpetrated mental atroci- 
ties of incomprehensible proportions on ‘white heterosexual’ male 
losers degraded to incels. 


Today it is a mass phenomenon that more and more men are 
realising how they are sexually rejected by girls if they show even the 
slightest weakness, insecurity or neediness. Large majorities of men 
are beginning to fail at this; flirt counsellors and pick-up artists unani- 
mously teach them to avoid this trap. 


«Why Feminine Women Reject Weak Men» 
© youtube.com 
https://m-youtube.com> watch - Diese Seite Ubersetzen 


Why Feminine Women Reject Weak Men 
Why Feminine Women Reject Weak Men Hey friends! © Let's talk about an intriguing topic 
today: the reasons why feminine women may reject weak men. 


ioe YouTube - Rivelino the Artist 
5190+ Aufrufe - vor 6 Jahren 


"Women hate weak men." -Jordan Peterson 


Jordan Peterson: Why women reject men. Essential Truth-2.1M views - 9:59 
... 5 Weak Men's Traits Women HATE. The Style O.G.*21K views - 10:11... 


«“Women hate weak men.” — Jordan Peterson» (2,1 million 
views) 


Female instincts from prehistoric times are cited as the reason; in 
order to preserve the best genes for their children so that they can also 
reproduce successfully, creating a never-interrupted chain of grand- 
children, great-grandchildren and offspring in which their own genes 
live on, men are sexually rejected if they show even the slightest inex - 
perience, shyness, weakness or neediness, because this is instinctively 
interpreted as a lack of success. 


This explanation is correct and true, but nevertheless a dangerous 
half-truth, because decisive circumstances are completely overlooked. 
Not only have there been a complete lack of cultural sex roles since 
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feminist waves, with which men and women complement each other 
and are in a social exchange relation, so that a capable man who 
brings good things to the exchange is worth something, even if he is 
still inexperienced sexually or in seduction, shy or needy, yet the per- 
ception has been radically reversed.. 


Once upon a time, capable men were respected, loved, honoured 
and coveted. Victors returned from wars and battles as heroes, for 
which they were thanked and honoured. If a man had successfully 
returned from a dangerous hunt or war, it was no disadvantage for him 
to be injured, weak and in need of care. Girls and women gladly nur- 
sed him back to health, coveted the brave hunter for food or fighters 
for their family and tribe. It was therefore not a disadvantage for the 
injured hero to be weak and in need of care, on the contrary: girls 
nursed him into health and strength, were proud of it and desired to be 
his love. 


This is how it was in primeval times, from which our instincts 
originate. Feminism has completely destroyed the other side, which 
supports men and thus creates a balance to female selection powers. 
We no longer live in the Stone Age, nor in an era in which violence 
was a necessary, progressive force. Violence has been removed from 
life in peace; instead we have become heroes of the mind, science, 
invention, the arts, scholarship and education. The instincts of girls 
and women were transferred to heroes of mind. If they did well, it 
didn't matter if they were inexperienced sexually or in seduction, shy, 
weak or hurt; it was an honour and a pleasure for girls to nurture them 
so that these heroes of the spirit would mature into wise men. 


So far so good. But then came female envy: they didn't want to 
love men for being heroes, they wanted to become heroines them- 
selves. ‘These heroes are oppressing us by being heroes!’ was one of 
the envy-born aberrations that spawned all the feminist waves. War 
was too cruel, dangerous, hard and required strong muscles, which 
deterred the vast majority of women, the others at the latest after bad 
experience with the not at all desirable cruelties of war, so that in 
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primeval times such envy could not be rampant. But when heroism 
shifted from brutal battles to a peaceful, subtle and profound intellect, 
such heroism began to seem more desirable to girls because there was 
no longer any physical danger involved. So they no more desired 
hard-working and clever heroes, but to become these heroines them- 
selves. 


Once girls and women had become heroines themselves, the 
former glamour of the heroes faded. For they no longer had anything 
that girls didn't have themselves, which is why women were no longer 
impressed at all. Mind lost all heroism. It no longer stood out, neither 
as masculine nor as feminine. Intellect lost all sexual significance. 
Now men were no longer heroes in their eyes, whom they would have 
considered it their highest honour to nurse back to health in times of 
weakness or need when an injured warrior, swordsman or hero 
returned from battle with mammoths, cave bears or hostile armies. 
Now this capable man fell victim to mockery, derision and sexual 
exclusion. Due to female ‘emancipation’, the primal instincts took 
hold in a way that was never intended by nature. 


uninteresting guys that you can build 
with instead you probably want the toxic 


instead! you probablyy 


2 | want 
7) @emilywking Grae 


Woman keeps picking the wrong guys while 
best men are out of the gameliegs 


Bd 


«Woman keeps picking the wrong guys while the best men are 
out of the game... uninteresting guys that you can build with instead 
you probably want the toxic» (emilywking) 


The result is a growing majority of men who are rejected 
sexually because they are sexually inexperienced, weak or just needy, 
which creates a vicious circle: Because the more they are rejected, the 
weaker and needier they logically become. Inexperience cannot dimi- 
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nish in this way either. This is a consequence of amateurish interventi- 
ons in human nature. Feminism is a sea of sticky muck, a cesspit in 
which humaneness suffocates. 


An ice-cold, emotionally dead and cruel society has emerged 
from this, from which girls and women are now also suffering. As 
long as it mainly affected men, society didn't give a rat's arse. 


Furthermore, failure to provide assistance in need is a legal 
offence, but publishers, literary agencies and the media are proud to 
have successfully suppressed the voices of male losers for decades. 
Without criminal penalties, they will be unable to ever realise their 
mistakes. They are too out of touch and empathy-impaired to ever 
admit their failures and their consequences without a process. 


Feminist waves began with demands for political suffrage for 
women, which they obtained at record speed much faster than men, 
who were then sent by women to die in wars, but at the same time 
they fought bitterly against sexual suffrage for men, which never 
existed; instead, male dependence on solely female power of choice in 
sex and reproduction was exaggerated beyond measure. Never before 
have there been demands for male sexual suffrage, which is bitterly 
rejected by both men and women as unthinkable, including my books, 
which demand it as one of many missing building blocks for justice 
and fulfilling human life and survival in physical, physically and 
emotionally similar children, in whom we can still recognise ourselves 
ages later. 


Never before has the basis of human culture, sex complementari- 
ty in cultural roles of both sexes, which is as old, central and impor- 
tant for our human species as language, is learnt as early and without 
conscious understanding by children in a playful way with an innate 
need and ability, taken from unconscious activity into a conscious, af- 
firmative understanding, nurtured, protected and expanded. This is ne- 
cessary in order to make life more human, more balanced and better. 
Instead, such a culture, which is a human universal, was attacked and 
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fought against by ideologues who enshrined this fight against human 
nature in law and constitutions: an abuse that discredits Western 
values and has sent our civilisation on a self-destructive path and 
downwards spiral. 


Even the topics that the media deal with today are as unworldly, 
absurd and crazy as they were in 1933 or in communist systems. 
Today we deal with phrases instead of fundamental questions of life. 
Books that deal with real life issues do not fit into a brainwashed 
society. 
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Let's keep going! 


Jt goes on and on, but never progresses. It has been getting worse 
every day since 1968. It is now 2024 and nobody cares because those 
who do this to us believe themselves to be victims and are massively 
supported by the state, media and society, whereas we are categorical- 
ly excluded. They don't want to hear our voice and certainly don't 
want books about it, neither about rejection by girls nor books about 
the rejection of books on this subject. This can be recursively increa- 
sed ad infinitum. They also don't want books about the rejection of 
books about the rejection of male voices that talk about the rejection 
of local losers. They want me to finally shut the fuck up. They don't 
want reality to intrude on their utopia, which is strictly against human 
nature, fertility and especially white, heterosexual men. The womb of 
the unborn belongs to them; nothing belongs to us except contempt 
and duty. 


So here I am writing about failed attempts, an ‘infield’ or ‘field 
report’ of a rejected man, which nobody cares about, not even flirting 
teachers want to know, because they too only care about what makes 
them successful. But success paralyses the mind, makes you satisfied 
with conditions in which the successful person can enjoy their life. 
Failure, on the other hand, sharpens the mind of the failing. Failure 
opens eyes, rudely awakens from comfortable self-deceptions in 
which winners remain lulled and trapped for life. 


What does this oddball want with girls? Instead of admitting to 
himself that he will never fulfil his lifetime dream of sleeping with the 
sweet girls of the north, his native world, this rogue travels to the dis- 
reputable metropolis, where, according to the flirting instructors, it 
would be easier to practise approaching girls on the street than any- 
where else. Well, and now he's just throwing us a few tales into these 
pages of his predictable experiences: 
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At night I dreamt about the film festival, but forgot what film 
plans I had made out in the field because no one would let me in as I 
wasn't left-wing and was therefore never allowed to make my first 
film for the rest of my life. 


Driving into town: Today I was turned away more politely, but 
never stood a chance. I'm not the type of man local girls want to have 
sex with. Something is fundamentally wrong, and has been since 
1968. 


The reality of male losers can only be conveyed through rewor- 
king and ironic refraction. Because it's exactly what nobody cares 
about and is therefore undesirable as documentary realism. These 
things must not be portrayed truthfully and sympathised with, which 
would appear to be ‘kitsch’ and ‘trash’; they must be mocked and 
ironically laughed at, which is then considered artistic. 


A group of three young women walked in front of me. The bag of 
one of them was labelled ‘doors’. 

-“You always have your doors with you.” 

No response. 

-“Do you speak English?” 

-“English too, and German.” 

Repeat. 

“T don't understand.” 

-“Tt says ‘doors’ on your bag. That's why I said you always have 
your doors with you.” 

-“T see.” 

-“Your doors are always open.” 

Now she smiled. 

“Where are you going with your doors open?” 

The other two turned away. 

-“Have a nice day ...” 


That's the basic pattern forever: I endeavour to be original, but 
am kept at a distance and turned away. — Snip! I have to intervene 
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here. It doesn't work like that: nobody wants to read it without ironic 
refraction. The unironic everyday life of losers is not only unpalatable 
for them, but also for readers. The former has just stumbled into his 
second attempt of the day: 


-““Hey.” (“pre-opener’) 

She looked. 

“You float through the day with a smile.” 

-“Thanks.” 

Now she smiled even more. 

-“Did the sun lure you out?” 

-“Yes, it's beautiful today.” 

-“Just like me. The sun is shining back. Your hair matches the 
bright sunlight too.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Do you work or study here?” 

-“T'm working.” 

-““Apart from the sunshine, what's on your mind today?” 

It was a bit tough and tedious, as almost always. After a brief 
attempt at a chat, I was told: 

-“T have to go to my friend now.” 


And so on and so on. Dear reader, these are not the sufferings or 
‘Sorrows of Young Werther’, but of a great many men in real life to- 
day, preserved for posterity in the new style of ‘documentary realism’: 
as crude as everyday life is, it's literarily engraved in the memory of 
mankind so that we never forget how crazy, cruel and unjust our epoch 
was because of its utopias. My poet's soul resigns. Next effort: 


-“Oh, you're wearing all the colours of summer on your dress,” I 
said to one of the two super-thicks, who was probably a natural blonde 
because her eyebrows were also shining brightly. 

-“But always.” 

-“Your dress is shining, the sun is shining and your face is 
shining too.” 

-“That's exactly how it is.” 
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-“Good plan. What are you up to right now?” 

-“T'm going for coffee with a friend. I haven't seen her for a long 
time.” 

-“Fine. And what else are you doing?” 

-“Have a nice afternoon ...” 

Blah blah blah. It goes on like this all the time. 


-“He tries tirelessly again and again!” a mocker sneered at my 
life and my writings, “But nobody cares!” That's the point: your com- 
plete lack of comprehension, compassion and empathy as well as real 
everyday life are issues, and if you reject that, your rejection will be 
the next issue. It's you who have failed this test and continue to fail it 
daily. In daily life you may have the power, but you have disgraced 
yourselves and are pilloried in my books. 


Then another girl slipped by without reacting. Yet today I am 
more grounded than yesterday; my voice is stronger. Maybe that's why 
it doesn't go as badly wrong as yesterday, when I was more insecure, 
but that's not enough in the end. The many foreign men who strut 
around here with our girls don't need to make such an effort, they walk 
in an emphatically relaxed manner and talk the way their voices have 
grown. Although they have often only been here for a few years, many 
of them have been taken care of by our girls. I've been here since I 
was born and have been rejected by our girls since 1968. 


Yet the leftist and feminist dogma is that, firstly, men cannot be 
oppressed, but women are oppressed, and anyone who says otherwise 
is a ridiculous nutter who talks nonsense, who must not be listened to, 
who must be oppressed for life because of their nonsense. 

Furthermore, it is leftist and feminist dogma that, firstly, white 
people cannot be oppressed, but non-white people are oppressed, and 
anyone who says otherwise is a ridiculous nutter who is talking non- 
sense, who should not be listened to, who should be oppressed for the 
rest of their lives because of their nonsense. The same applies to hete- 
rosexuals and incels, who are vilified as ‘misogynists’. I am every- 
thing at once. 
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-“Hey. You've got a fancy ...” 

-“Thanks” 

-““What are you doing with the sunny afternoon?” 

-“T've just come from friends.” 

-That's nice. What are you doing, studying or working?” 
-“T'm working, I'll go over there now. Have a nice...” 


I am the one who writes, speaks and performs with the tongues of 
angels, showing that this is of no use with girls in our time. 


-“Hey. You look like Snow White from the fairy tale.” 

-“Thank you” 

I stood in front of her bench, where she had sat down before I 
could catch up with her. 

-“Your jewellery in the light pastel shades also matches.” 

-“Nice to speak to you. I have to type something on my mobile 
phone right now. Have a nice...” 


It was like that all the time today. A few superficial phrases and I 
get the sack. I'm generally not the type of guy that girls accept sexu- 
ally. I never was, even when I was young. 


Another girl with light-coloured hair in white clothes. 

-“Hey. You look like Snow White.” 

-“Thank you.” 

-“T like your glow. What are you doing with the sunny day?” 

-“T'm going to work.” 

-““Ah, what nice job do you have that you get to work on Satur- 
day?” 

-“At the gym,” she replied and dashed on. 


Well, readers, what's it to you? Much more than the fictitious tri- 
tra-la-la-la of the established literary establishment, which lulls you 
with woke inventions, floods you with skewed views on absurd topics, 
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brainwashes you, feeds you distortions. I am the voice of the male 
losers, the suppressed truth, the real literature of our time. 


Inside the flea market at Mauerpark, a young woman's bag was 
labelled: ‘Books’ 

-“Oh, you seem to like reading books.” 

-“Of course I do!” 

-“Your books must be full of tattoos,” I teased, looking at her 
arms, which were heavily tattooed. 

-“No, not that.” she defended herself. 

-““What do you read?” 

-“Novels.” 

-“T prefer realism, I prefer to stick to reality,” I replied, “And 
what kind of novels do you like?” 

-“T read everything," she replied pompously. 

-“Well yea, everything is a big word! You can read day and night, 
but you'll never finish reading everything.” 

-“That's not possible.” 

In the meantime, a girl who was probably her friend had stopped 
and said to her: 

-“Where's xy (man's name) gone?” 

-“We've lost him.” 

They moved away to the crossroads. Our conversation had obvi- 
ously died. But there was no time for a minute's silence to mourn for 
the opportunity that had just passed away. I had to go on, according to 
the rules. A man must always move on when he has been rejected. 
That's what the guards in Las Vegas nightclubs shout: -“Move on!” A 
man has no rights, no sexual choice. The choice lies solely with 
women. A rejected man must not interfere, otherwise he will be 
punished. Male losers who experience it all the time, security guards 
in nightclubs, flirting experts know this, but the vast majority of 
society does not. They follow crazy ideologies like feminism that tell 
them exactly the opposite of the truth, and so successfully that anyone 
who dares to speak the truth is suppressed and ridiculed as a weirdo. 
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-“You're just floating along with a relaxed look on your face,” I 
said to the next girl, who again didn't understand until I translated and 
switched to English. “Were you dreaming or thinking?” I asked, be- 
cause her expression matched. 

-“T was just thinking about what I ...” she replied. Without notes, 
this detail slipped my mind. In any case, I had interpreted her expres - 
sion more or less correctly. I've got that far, but it's no use to me. Even 
if I can read her mood, I'm not a sexual being for her, not a man for 
girls. 

-““Are you here on holiday or do you live here?” 

-“T live here.” 

Very good. 

-““What are you going to do with the sunny day?” 

-“Tt was nice to meet you. I have to go now, my friend is 
waiting.” 

Since ‘friend’ doesn't reveal sex in English, I asked: 

-““A friend or your boyfriend?” 

-“My boyfriend.” 

-“Good for you.” 

-““Have a nice one.” 

Blah blah blah. I need a bag for ‘travel sickness’ when I hear that 
phrase. 


Next attempt. I systematically zigzagged down all the aisles of 
the flea market. A woman strolled in front of me and I looked to see if 
she was part of a group, but she wasn't. She was wearing a large, not 
quite closed ring in her ear. 

-“Hey, you're wearing a nice big ring.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Tt matches the bows on your necklace. Did the sun lure you out 
too?” 

Some one-worded or very terse answer. People rushing towards 
us separated us. She indicated that I should go first. Maybe she wanted 
to get rid of me again. 

“T'm y | What's your name?” 


66. 29 


XYZ 
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Then I heard “Have a nice...” again or she even left without 
saying it, I can't remember exactly with so many attempts at conversa- 
tion that weren't written down. 


When I reached the last aisle of the flea market, I turned round to 
see a tattooed girl standing there. Her hair was black and her type 
wasn't first choice, but she was walking alone and seemed relaxed. 

-“Oh, you have a mermaid tattoo! She looks pretty on top.” 

Sone 

Switch to English. She showed her upper arm with the tattoo. 

-“The mermaid is very beautiful on top, but fish underneath. She 
can dive away from us.” 

-““Yes, she can,” she replied seriously, “It's a siren.” 

-“Oh, a siren! Just like Odysseus! He had wax stuffed in his ears 
so that the sirens wouldn't bewitch him. Otherwise they would have 
lured him and his ship would have wrecked. They were like the 
Loreley.” 

-““What was in his ears?" 

Apparently ‘Wachs’ had not been clearly translated as ‘wax’. 

-““Wax so he wouldn't hear her seductive song. He also asked his 
sailors to tie him to the mast, otherwise he would have followed her 
temptations and run to his doom.” 

She listened with interest. 

-“The sirens are tempting and dangerous,” or something similar I 
heard from her. 

-“That was probably in the Strait of Gibraltar,” I added. 

-““Why Gibraltar?” 

-“Homer tells us that the sea level rose and fell, or that the ships 
were pulled first in one direction and then in the opposite direction. 
That sounds like an inflow from the ocean, i.e. the strait between 
Gibraltar and Morocco.” 

Then I tried to tease her with some of her other tattoos. 

“Where are you from?” 

-“T'm from Ireland.” 

-“Oh, that's why your eyes are green like the sea!” 

-“Yes, they match the sea and Ireland.” 
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-“Are you studying or living here?” I asked hopefully. The first 
real conversation since my return from the festival! Women don't usu- 
ally let me get this far. 

-“T'm here on holiday.” 

Too bad. 

-“Do you like Berlin?” 

-“Yes. It was nice chatting to you,” she said, “nice to meet you, 
but I have to get on to my friend now.” 

-“A friend or your boyfriend?” I enquired again because of the 
ambiguity of the English ‘friend’. 

-““My friend. God bless you.” -““Have a nice day....” 


Finally, I walked along the path on the slope of Mauerpark to- 
wards the musicians and the amphitheatre. I saw a girl in front of me 
who looked a bit esoteric, pulling at her slightly bulky rucksack with 
difficulty and finally putting it on as she walked. I overtook her, but at 
first had no idea what to say. Her appearance gave nothing away; my 
inspiration dried up. Then I saw the fence on the left and three stone 
steps. 

-“They still haven't finished building it,” I told her after I had 
strolled and she had caught up with me. 

-““What's that?” she asked. 

-“T don't know. They seem to be building something in several 
stages. Before it was smooth, just grass. Did the sun lure you to Mau- 
erpark?” 

-“T was out with friends.” (I'm not quite sure if she said it like 
that.) “Now I just wanted to have a look.” 

-“The sun is inviting.” 

-“Yes, everything sprouts in this weather. People come out of 
themselves, just like plants sprout from their roots. In winter, they 
withdraw into themselves.” 

-“T prefer travelling in winter. Then I don't need to water the trees 
when it's dry. There's not much going on here then.” 

-“Why not? Winter is actually soul time. That's when you can 
withdraw into yourself.” 
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-“That's how it is here in the north and in the far south. In bet- 
ween, there are latitudes where it sprouts all year round,” I pointed 
out. I like to counter naive esotericism, as well as naive ideologies, 
which are now the basis of all parties' world views. 

-“That's true, though,” she conceded. 

-“There were hardly any fluctuations in Bali, only two rainy sea- 
sons a year. That's why an old Balinese calendar had half-years with a 
monsoon. Two years corresponded to one here... What do you like to 
do when you're not walking in Mauerpark?” 

-“T'm interested in nature, I like to immerse myself in it.” 

-“Human nature is important. Relations and relationships bet- 
ween people are fundamental to it.” 


I told this on purpose, because a fundamental misunderstanding 
of our era and of the West is to seek human nature and identity solely 
in oneself, detached from cultural relations. It began with defining 
women without reference to or the existence of men, only from within 
themselves, which was as nonsensical as wanting to define ‘left’ with- 
out the existence of ‘right’, moreover a radical war against men, who 
were deprived of any meaning, whose existence was ignored — as was 
later the case in everyday life. 


This is a naive and false idea that contradicts the basic principle 
of culture and identity; both are based on the cultural complementarity 
and exchange relations of both sexes and individuals. It is a point that 
contemporaries as fundamentally fail to grasp as the fact that men are 
oppressed, not women. It is pointless to write or talk about it, because 
they are completely unable to fathom it. Their view of the world is so 
messed up that there is no longer any point of contact with reality on 
these issues. That's why they call me a ‘crank’ and what I write 
‘nonsense’: Because they themselves believe so much blossoming 
nonsense and consider it normal that elementary facts appear to them 
as nonsense. 


-“You tell that now,” she replied, “that's your view.” 


87 


-“That's not my view, but how human culture works.” Well — she 
won't understand that either. “Are you from Berlin?” I asked to clarify 
‘the logistics’, as they say in the jargon of flirting teachers. It depends 
on what makes sense and what doesn't, whether I have time or 
whether it's today or never. 

-“Yes, from the Buch. I'm close to nature, which is important to 
me.” 

Instead of books, I saw flat silos in Buch. (‘Buch’ means ‘book’ 
in German) 

-“Tt's almost on the outskirts of the city. It's not far to nature, not 
even to Bernau.” 

-“That's right, it's not far.” 

-“T'm more interested in human nature.” 

-“Where do you like travelling to?” she asked, but not necessarily 
at this point with a mental leap. Perhaps this passage should be moved 
a little; it just occurs to me. 

-“To places where the sun shines and where's more going on.” 

-“T sometimes find it difficult to be around lots of people. It 
works, but it's a special and strong energy.” 

-“T don't mind lots of people,” I replied, “I like being around 
people, but your perception changes in groups. You then relate to the 
group, have a group mindset, perceive less from the outside than you 
would on your own without the group.” 


Apart from left-wing and feminist prejudice and distorted percep- 
tions, this is another, albeit secondary, reason why people in those 
circles are unable to recognise reality and facts: Also because, on top 
of that, it contradicts their collective groupthink, they would damage 
their group membership, would they perceive unpleasant facts. At the 
same time, however, they believe they'd be in line with the facts since 
everyone in their group confirms the same view and deny those who 
think differently the right to see and present facts. This is also a group 
mechanism. 


-“That may be.” she confirmed, perhaps with different wording. 
By now we had reached a musician or DJ who was playing techno- 
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heavy loops on a tiny keyboard instrument with a mixer, occasionally 
adding a few notes on the short keyboard. She began to dance; I did 
the same. 

-“What kind of music do you like to listen to?” 

She reflected, but music didn't seem to be important to her. 

-“A lot of things. A wide range.” 

-“That's what most people say. For me, it ranges from baroque 
via rock to electronic music, rave.” 

-“Not like that,” she replied. 

-““So what do you listen to when you go dancing?” 

-“T don't go out much. I usually stay at home and look inwards.” 

During this conversation, we danced to the sound of techno. 
There was a pause between every two changes of sentence, during 
which we each hopped on our own at a greater distance. 


Looking inwards alone is useless, but has been in vogue since the 
hippies and psychedelics of the 1960s until today. It has failed as a 
utopia, but it would be pointless to tackle this issue a second time. 
Nobody would understand it. It is a collective prejudice from the 
‘Dictionary of Commonplaces’ that Gustave Flaubert once wanted to 
write. The time has not yet come for my philosophy. Since the 1960s, 
people have generally been deluded and unable to realise some basic 
things, even if you explain them in great detail. It just doesn't work. 


-“Music is like a mighty river that pulls us along on the ocean, 
towards unknown shores,” I tried poetically. It usually works. They 
can understand something like that because it corresponds to the ‘dic- 
tionary of commonplaces and naive ideas’ that has been around since 
the hippies. 

-“You said that well,” she replied. 

-“T like dancing outside. There's fresh air here.” 

-“Yes, that's good.” 

-“Berlin clubs are so smoky that you could almost cut the air and 
afterwards your breath stinks out of your own lungs.” 

-“T'm hardly going anywhere.” 
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We danced a little further. Then she asked, “Do you know where 
there's a loo?” 

In hindsight, I think she was starting to want to get rid of me. 

-“There's one over there on the other side at the flea market, right 
at the back.” 

-“T know that one. Near here?” 

-“T don't know of any here. The nearest one is probably over in 
the cafés. I suggest we go there and have a cup of tea. They have a loo 
too.” 

-“Thanks, that's nice, but I actually wanted to get moving.” 

-““We'll move to the café, then back again and then we'll dance 
some more.” 

-“Thanks, but I wanted to find something here. I'll go up to the 
wall.” She pointed the way and left me. 


I suddenly realised that I was being watched by men from all di- 
rections. Apart from the local freaks, there were many southerners 
who had probably been watching closely to see what was going on 
here or not. Perhaps the freaks were about to interrupt my conversati- 
on with women for the umpteenth time because they want to protect 
women. 
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R CALL TO ACTIVISM @ @CalltoActivism - Oct 15, 2023 
This gave me goosebumps. 


“My 18-year-old daughter was at Starbucks, alone, the other night. 
Aman came up to her and started talking to her. 


” 


A barista handed her “an extra hot chocolate someone forgot to pick up. 


How grateful | am for people who look out for other... 


~~ OFC 


«Are you okay? Do you want us to intervene?» (surveillance) 


The collective distortion of perception does not allow any sym- 
pathy for male losers and their efforts to get to know women and to 
beget children, but only sympathy for women, who are the measure of 
all things. Women decide about friendship and sex; girls want to have 
fun; no demands must be made on women. It doesn't matter how men 
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fare. If a conversation doesn't go well, it's never the woman's fault 
who gives stifling answers and lets a local man struggle and starve. 
No, the woman is always right because she is the measure of all 
things. The male loser always gets the blame and is chased away as a 
troublemaker. The mere fact that he loses, i.e. is a loser, puts the man 
in the wrong. That is the sacred and absolute maxim of feminist and 
left-wing society. 


So I ran off in the direction of the exit from whence I had come. 
My face was still beaming from the conversation, but after this turn of 
events my smile had probably frozen a little, perhaps it looked artific1- 
al. In any case, I saw some men, probably southerners, grinning when 
they saw my frozen and somewhat frostbitten smile. I made an effort 
to relax, to make my smile, which was no longer natural and happy, 
disappear — on the one hand, to calm down from the tension caused by 
the rejection and, on the other, to withstand the looks of the ‘men™”’ 
who scrutinised my expression. 


Now I left the Mauerpark area to try my (bad) luck elsewhere; 
perhaps a more cultivated audience suits me better, if such an audience 
is to be found in broken Berlin. 


-“Hey, you look like Snow White with your white blouse.” 

-“Thank you.” 

-“Are you walking towards Mauerpark right now?” 

-“T'm going home.” 

-““Ah, were you out with friends?” 

-“Why do you want to know?” 

What's wrong here again? Not only am I not a sexual man for 
her, I'm not even someone she wants to talk to. Maybe the age diffe- 
rence seemed too big for her. 


Later, I asked a girl only for directions because I was walking an 
unfamiliar route through the city. But I couldn't turn it into a conversa- 
tion. 
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-“There are stars on your cap like in the night sky.” 

-“Something like that.” 

-““You can always see the stars during the day. All you have to do 
is take off your cap and look at them.” 

She laughed.s 

“Did the sun lure you out, too?” 

Dwindling attention. I moved on. 


Later, a girl unlocked her bike, labelled ‘We help against Radlo- 
sigkeit’. This is a German pun I cannot translate. It means having no 
wheel. If you substitute ‘t’ for ‘d’, it means needing advice. 

A halved orange was emblazoned on the mudguard. In my origi- 
nal edition, I didn't use the English word ‘orange’. As a poet, I try to 
save German words that are dying out. It's probably ‘Nazi’ and ‘fas- 
cist’ not to want to die out. Anyone who wants to live on in children 
who look halfway similar is considered an evil ‘Nadsi’ and ‘hyperfas- 
cist’ these days, as is anyone who wants to save our culture and lan- 
guage from extinction. That's how disturbed the masochistic cynics 
are who destroy our lives and oppress us for life. And yes, this is 
political, but I have to say it, because they are destroying my life and 
that of many others too. And yes, this is social criticism, as the left and 
feminists have been demanding and celebrating since at least 1968, 
but only the wrong way round. This was parodied by Reinhard Mey in 
1974: 


«And as life goes, he happens to meet a second naked man. 

The two of them shout social criticism while turning somersaults. 

A critic applauds enthusiastically, he is wildly agitated at heart, 

Because here he finally feels that all his problems are understood. 

Meanwhile, the treacherous traitor crawls out of the scenery on 
his stomach. 

The road is long, he falls asleep, and so does part of the audi- 
ence.» (Reinhard Mey, Two hens on their way to ere yesterday, 1974) 


Social criticism must always reinforce left-wing and feminist 
ideology and help to destroy society, culture and the nation. Any criti- 
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cism of left-wing and feminist ideology and society, on the other hand, 
is strictly forbidden, it is considered ‘fascist’. This has been the case 
since at least 1968, if not since the end of the Second World War. After 
the First World War, things were not as radical, but already recogni- 
sably similar, as Josef Delmont described in “The City Beneath the 
Sea”. That was one of the reasons why there was an ‘awakening expe- 
rience’ in the interwar period, in which the plundered and oppressed 
Germans, after the unjust dictates of Versailles, severe economic hard- 
ship and a sexual tohubohu with syphilis affecting children and young 
people, awoke a national consciousness, which was then abused by 
ideologues. 


Back to the girl with the bicycle, on which half a Sinaa apple 
(Sinaasappel) was painted, how Dutch people, like Germans in classi- 
cal times (Apfelsine), call the fruit named ‘orange’ in English. In both 
languages, this meant ‘apple from Sina’, because the orange was pro- 
bably once known as a Chinese fruit. In English, on the other hand, 
orange prevailed, which is linked to the name 4IX# Naranga in an- 
cient Indian Sanskrit and the French city of Orange, via which oranges 
supposedly once came to us. However, with my old-fashioned educa- 
tion, I am unfuckable. Today, the trump card is to throw around gram- 
matically incorrect sentence debris with a lot of Denglish, which girls 
then find cute and attractive, falling around the neck of the deprived 
area language speaker and spreading their legs for them. The overly 
educated becomes an incel. 


-“Hey, the sun rises for others, but for you it's an Apfelsine!” I 
called out to her and looked at the fruit, painted with varnish and 
glowing in the sunlight. She smiled and replied curtly in the affirmati- 
ve. 

-“Yes, an orange.”, or something like that. 

-“Did you just go on a trip?” 

-“No, I'm going to ...” she replied and pedalled off. She was gone 
and the last chance of the day. 
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When it comes to flirting, what girls generally don't realise only 
became clear when a woman dressed up as a man to approach women 
and this was recorded on microphone and camera: «It's women who 
have all the power.»” (Norah Vincent, who tried to live as a man for a 
year and a half and wrote a book about it: “Self-Made Man’, 2006) 


«-“Do you think women understand what it's like to be a man?” 

-“No. Not at all. No clue. No idea. ... 

We sit there and we just with one word we know we'll crush 
someone.”»» (Norah Vincent) 


2 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rBIjpKQ-89k 
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New day, new bad luck 


Jn the previous chapter, I chose one of the better bad days for you. As 
awful as ever, I can still beat that! 


Here it is, the absolute low point after the high of an only mode- 
rately bad day: 


Night dream: I was onboard a ship travelling the high seas to- 
wards unknown destinations. My cabin was like a lounge, with a bed, 
tables, cupboards in a room with lots of nooks and crannies, adjoining 
rooms and a shower. I was told to collect empty juice bottles and other 
leftovers and hand them in tomorrow when we had reached our desti- 
nation and I would be leaving my lounge room. So I put a small green 
glass bottle on the side of the table from which I had drunk water and 
asked myself how I was going to organise everything. 


I forgot what happened next; suddenly I found myself in a 
meadow as part of an art class. We were learning to improvise on the 
piano. On the sunny meadow, the teacher had placed chairs or some- 
thing else and pulled fabric over the backrest. On the far left, where 
the row of installations began, a fine woollen jumper was pulled over 
the backrest, perhaps a girl's jumper. A girl began to pearl a series of 
notes from the piano, first stroking the fabric of the jumper, then rol- 
ling her fingers over the keys. It was my turn next. However, I felt a 
little inhibited and uncomfortable with the situation. I couldn't think of 
anything, I felt out of place in this role or task. The teacher said we 
could put the jumper on first, then pull it back over the backrest and 
then play in an inspired way. That didn't mean anything to me either. 
Why should a jumper like that inspire me artistically, and a girl's jum- 
per at that? I brooded over the keys, so to speak, but I lacked inspirati- 
on in that girlish class. 

Instead, I grabbed the green bottle from the cabin table of the 
ship swaying slightly in the swell to hand it over as requested before I 
woke up from this dream. 
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Next dream: Unfortunately, largely forgotten. I wanted to teach 
others how to build a culture. I wanted to practise everyday life with a 
girl. We also wanted to make a film that included all the explicit 
scenes. ‘A movie?’, I thought, ‘It will go well, but an explicit film like 
that, will I get through it?’ 


Visit to the LAIR flirt student meeting. Others demonstrated 
good-looking conversation starters. An advanced student stopped two 
girls, who smiled amusedly at first. a explained how the advanced 
student had messed up: He had turned away slightly and pranced. The 
girls then left. 

-“Tt was already shaky beforehand, they were making attempts to 
leave. That's why I got restless.” 

-“That drove them away completely.” a demonstrated how a man 
should stand grounded and calm. Together with the advanced student, 
he then approached two girls himself and walked a longer distance 
with them, engrossed in conversation. Meanwhile, the advanced man 
talked to the second girl on the other side of the two. Afterwards, a 
gave advice on how to get in indirectly. 

-““What did you say?” 

-“T asked her about her tattoo and said that I thought it looked 
cute.” 

-“That's exactly what I often say. But I never get results.” 

Obviously a really has a clue. Even an advanced student who 
didn't know him yet asked him for advice. 


While we had been waiting for a who was very busy with his 
flirting students today and was going to be ten minutes late according 
to the WhatsApp message, I had got bored of the run-of-the-mill chat, 
in which I was playing fourth fiddle at best, and went to a girl. 

~“Hey.” 

She looked. 

“Tt says ‘Hei’ on your bag. That's why I wanted to say ‘He1’.” 

She just walked through. Returning to the group, I said to my 
neighbour: -,,Das war Essig” (German proverb, “That was vinegar.’’) 
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-““What does that mean?” 

-“Don't you know the German expression?” 

-““No, I've never heard it.” 

German is a dying language. 

-“Wine becomes vinegar. Vinegar is sour, undrinkable. If some- 
thing was unusable, it was said: ‘That was vinegar’.” 

But he no longer listened. The gossip of others counts for more 
than German language skills, even among men. 

-“Where's eS someone asked, “The ten minutes are long over.” 

-““Maybe he's come across such a heavy mass that time passes 
more slowly for him than for us,” I joked. 

-“That could be a good thing.” 

When a appeared, I said: 

-“You must have been travelling so fast that time passed more 
slowly for you than for us.” 

-“Exactly, I spent so much time dashing back and forth,” he 
countered. 


It's much more difficult for me in a city than at a festival. No- 
thing worked today. At Hackesche Héfe, I approached an oncoming 
girl: 

-“Oh, you're wearing a big ring...” 

In my mind, I had the idea of asking if it was the one ring of 
power, but she pretended not to notice me and just walked through, 
even more blatantly than the first. At the art market in front of the 
cathedral square, potential targets ran away from me before I got any- 
where near her. 


Three is Bremen's law. All good things come in threes. Today, 
however, it was three bad things in a row. There are cafés opposite 
Hackescher Markt S-train station. A young, light-haired woman with a 
zebra-patterned dress was sitting alone at an outside table. 

-“Hey. Your dress looks like a zebra,” I tried, with my feet rooted 
as securely as a had demonstrated, standing up straight and at a suffi- 
cient distance, with a firm voice, but it died away at her cold rejection. 
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Behind the armoury I caught up with a woman whose dress was 
bright red, her mobile phone pink; some of her jewellery also con- 
tained red dots. 

-“Your phone matches the colour of your dress; both are red.” 

She didn't understand. “English?" -“Yes, some English.” 

Again in the other idiom. -“Yes, that's red.” 

-“‘Almost like the fire brigade.” 

-“No, no, no.” 

She didn't exactly have a sense of humour. 

-“Are you here on holiday, studying or working?” 

-“T'm studying.” 

A little toilsome. 

-““And what are you studying?” 

-“Law.” 

-“Oh, then you're dangerous!” I teasingly tried to get the conver- 
sation going, “Who knows what you make of statements? I'd better 
only talk to you through a lawyer.” 

-““No, not like that.” 

She stopped at the red pedestrian crossing to the Deutsches The- 
ater. Other people and the traffic light post shielded her, so I had to 
walk in a circle to ask: 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From the Balkans.” 

-“The Balkans are big. What country are you from?” 

-“T'm not going to tell you.” 

Even in these dark times, you don't hear that kind of cheek every 
day. Other women seemed to be staring. Instead of just leaving, I tried 
to remain polite. 

-““Have a ni“ce day then...” 

She looked away, the other women looked critically. Once again, 
it's completely pointless in the city. There's nothing I can do, and if I 
stand on my head and do somersaults like in the silly theatre play cari- 
catured by Reinhard Mey. 
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«RED CARD AGAINST RIGHT» 


On the university campus, where there is a book market today, I 
wanted to take notes but realised I had no paper. Instead, I walked 
round the publishers' stands. Most of them were openly radical left- 
wing. This is Berlin. “publisher(s) against right” was emblazoned on 
two different stands. There was also a feminist publisher, a quer pub- 
lisher and other publishers who are proud of their books' defining poli- 
tical attitude. Other publishers were known to me from many manu- 
script rejections. As I have documented in previous books, the usual 
rejection reason was that they fundamentally dislike my opinion, male 
losers, incels and their voices. What they all have in common is that 
they believe they are allowed to and should exclude opinions other 
than their own, that it is moral to oppress native heterosexual male 
losers so totally that they cannot report on their total oppression in life 
and in the media. 
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At the same time, they celebrate their radical literature of sup- 
posedly oppressed but actually privileged minorities and sexually con- 
fuse even young children with children's picture books, which they are 
proud of. 


«BOOKS THAT KNOW WHERE THEY STAND _ 
PUBLISHERS AGAINST RIGHT» 


«DYSTOPIA AND CRITICISM OF SOCIAL CONDITIONS IN 
LITERATURE» 


There it is again, the left-wing social criticism parodied by Rein- 
hard Mey in 1974. Since 1968, men, heterosexuals and whites have in- 
deed been increasingly radically excluded and oppressed in the media, 
the literary world, education and politics. However, any attempt to cri- 
ticise left-wing and feminist social conditions is strictly opposed, from 
the state to ANTIFA. Their victims — according to feminist Meike Sto- 
verock, 80 out of 100 men will soon be incel, i.e. without women, 
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without sex or procreation — are not allowed to express criticism under 
any circumstances. In addition, massive hate speech is spread against 
‘right-winger’, ‘men’, ‘whites’ and ‘heterosexuals’, who, according to 
left-wing feminist opinion, cannot be oppressed at all, but are in fact 
more radically sexually and journalistically oppressed than any other 
larger population group before. 


«Author Lothar Becker reads from his novel “When grandfather 
jumped into the village stream with a bomb in 1927 to set the world 
revolution in motion.”» (Publisher Carpathia Verlag, loc.cit.) 


No comment necessary. The media and publishing houses have 
become instruments of the most radical cultural revolution in human 
history, fighting doggedly against human nature and culture and 
destroying everything that is necessary for a fulfilled life. We live in 
the most broken times that have ever existed, spreading the most 
senseless suffering to our souls. 


«WORKSHOP: DIVERSITY & ME — What does a diverse soci- 
ety have to do with me? 

To stand up for diversity and against right-wing populist tenden- 
cies in our society» (all excerpts from the brochure “Berlin Book 
Festival 8-9 June 2024, Bebelplatz”’) 


Events are propagandistic. This is not about art, poetry, develo- 
ping new views and styles, but about brainwashing at all levels. Diver- 
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sity is replaced by simplicity, politically ‘correct’ naivety and monoto- 
ny of favoured views. 


In doing so, they fight and destroy human nature, fertility and en- 
gage in the harshest sexual oppression of history, as well as the most 
radical possible suppression of divergent views, perceptions, their vic- 
tims and losers, who are not allowed to express themselves under any 
circumstances. This happens specifically in the name of ‘tolerance’, 
‘diversity’, ‘love’. As in George Orwell's dystopia 1984, each of these 
terms is twisted into its opposite. («Freedom is slavery, war is peace») 
Their phrases distort everything and mock the silenced and excluded 
victims. 


«SAVE THE WORLD WITH THE LEFT» (Publisher Kanon 
Verlag, ibidem) 


When they talk about “saving the world”, they are destroying the 
world. Their propaganda phrases are always the opposite of what is 
happening in reality. But the facts are hidden by their equally tendenti- 
ous supposed ‘fact-checkers’, who establish their own opinions as 
‘true’ and critical views as ‘false’ without taking reality into account. 


Some publishers present themselves like an ANTIFA stand. 

«The left once set out to fight for a better life for everyone.» (ib) 

In fact, it has made life hell for most people, radically destroying 
everything that is necessary for humanity, love, empathy and a good 
life. It is not ‘populism’ that is ‘angry’ and paralysing, but the left- 
wing dictatorship that clings to power with hate agitation. 


«QUEER LYRICS. READING & TALK» (ibid) 


Not only heterosexual poetry, but the life, love and reproduction 
of an increasing majority of male losers and incels is radically sup- 


103 


pressed, prevented and destroyed. The cynical opposite of their phra- 
ses always applies. 


«STRONGER THAN ANGER — HOW WE BECAME FEMI- 
NIST AND WHY IT'S NOT ENOUGH» (loc.cit.) 


The entire literary establishment is an ideologically charged dung 
heap of history in which reports by indigenous, heterosexual losers 
like this book have no place. Feminists have wrecked our culture with 
hysterical obsession, as well as any remnant of empathy and humanity 
towards male losers. Feminism is the greatest sex-based hatred of all 
times. 


«Feminism is the most successful social movement in history.» 


No, feminism is the most destructive and senseless movement in 
history that has spread political hysteria and suffocated life in human 
misery. Infe(c/s)ted peoples die out due to a lack of reproduction and 
due to invited alienation imposed on Western peoples. 


«Feminism is the ... movement in history. The book looks at its 
past» (same brochure, next sentence) 


No, that book engages in sectarian self-aggrandisement of femi- 
nists. A comprehensive historical account can be found in Jan Deich- 
mohle's non-fiction books, which are systematically suppressed. 


They are also great at celebrating themselves as ‘anti-fascist re- 
sistance fighters’ and protesting against book burnings, which were 
condemned as an injustice in a large exhibition at the centre of the 
square. ‘Never again!’ But today they are in fact rejecting, insulting 
and publicly denouncing unwelcome works in all literary agencies and 
all established publishing houses so that no one ever publishes or 
reads them, deleting books or profiles of unwelcome authors from 
platforms such as Amazon, Xinxii and ePubli, from libraries and dis- 
carding them as rubbish, i.e. digital book burning and book removal 
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without fire — with the same effect, or even a more drastic one, as 
printed works in private bookcases were preserved in 1933. Today, 
unprinted digital works are deleted altogether, preferably the author's 
profile is deleted entirely. 


These self-proclaimed ‘anti-fascists’ engage in below-the-belt 
sexual genocide and total sexual repression of male losers that is 
unprecedented. But none of these publishers' books mention this. Any- 
one who experiences it must not read on either stage. There has never 
been such totally one-sided pseudo-literature as today. The entire 
literary establishment has become highly toxic ideological rubbish. 
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Innate and ethnological foundations of culture 
Why we misperceive and misinterpret 


We live in an age where our ways of seeing and thinking are in radical 
conflict with human nature, without us realising it, because some of 
the concepts have been shaping Western thinking for about 300 years, 
others feminist ones for up to 150 years. Therefore, this seems normal 
to us since we are used to it. However, our habits of thought and per- 
ception are not a yardstick for anything in reality. 


Usually, contemporaries almost always only realise those aberrations 
that have occurred during their lifetime, after their formative phase in 
childhood and youth. Subsequent generations have already grown up 
with these aberrations and therefore categorise them as the familiar 
‘normality’ of their childhood and youth. In this way, society shifts 
from one generation to the next into even more radical aberrations, of 
which at best the most recent remains recognisable as such, but only 
for those who reject it. Initially, this is mostly a broad, silent majority, 
which was already mentioned during the first feminist wave before the 
First World War by the mostly (80 per cent) female anti-suffragettes, 
later in the 1970s by conservative women of the old CDU/CSU, who 
also saw themselves as a ‘silent majority’, which then quickly disap- 
peared like all the previous ones and is forgotten today. In the 1980s, 
‘conservative’ was already so devoid of meaning that under this name 
gender mainstreaming was elevated to the main goal of domestic and 
foreign policy and imposed on the whole world. 


It is pointless to argue against any stage of this aberration process in a 
book, because shortly after going to press the refuted aberration has 
always become the new normality, which is why every book and every 
criticism that proceeds in this way will fail and ultimately become 
incomprehensible. 
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The only meaningful arguments are therefore timeless ones, and these 
are what my 60 books to date have been about, as well as this, the 61st 
book. 


For an understanding it is necessary to realise the limits and 
shortcomings of human perception. It is clear to all that human infants 
are born very immature and therefore require considerable attention, 
protection and care. The logical consequence of this is that we have an 
innate and instinctive tendency to give infants preferential care which 
adults and independent persons may not demand. These are facts that 
are clear and do not require scientific study, although they certainly 
exist. 


Pregnant women and mothers with small children who carry, 
suckle or care for children are, with these unborn babies, infants and 
small children, at the centre of such special care, provision and 
protection. Like infants, they are helped quickly when they complain. 
This has extended to the female sex, which is also shown by the 
female voice, high-pitched as in children, and their smoother facial 
features, which are often compared to a ‘sweet baby’ in poetry and 
songs, as well as female forms that correspond to a childlike pattern 
that is also recognisable across species in the animal kingdom. These 
and other attributes arouse special consideration and care for women 
and children alike. A strong instinct has developed from this, which 
manifests itself in a double standard that, even (or especially) in eman- 
cipated times, allows things to be perceived and interpreted very dif- 
ferently depending on whether women or men are doing them. 


Feminists of all centuries have lamented their actually favoured 
lot, while men were sent to wars and died, were assigned hard and 
dangerous work, were not considered worthy of marriage, procreation 
or sex with fertile women in large numbers. At the same time, society 
is deaf to recognising such a double standard. Apparently, evolution 
has effectively protected those instincts from being overridden by 
reason and understanding of the double standard. 
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Genetic studies have shown that the majority of men have not 
been able to reproduce throughout the history of mankind — since time 
immemorial — whereas women have neither experienced nor known 
any such obstacle. This is also innately instinctive, which is why male 
losers or incels are ignored and ridiculed. Children are allowed to 
complain and are helped. Women are allowed to make unfounded 
complaints and are helped without the truth of their complaints being 
scrutinised. But men are not allowed to: they are seen as ridiculous 
wimps, sissies, failures, weenie, whiners if they point out their actual 
disadvantages. The large number of disparaging terms for lamenting 
men in both English and German is already telling in itself. 


The main reason for this is that sexual selection takes place on 
males, but not on females. It is not the number of fathers, but the 
number of mothers that determines the number of offspring of a tribe 
and thus the evolutionary success or failure: tribes with fewer 
offspring disappeared in the long term. 

In the language of modern evolutionary biology, this translates 
dryly as: "Genes are filtered through the male sex." This means that 
male losers, about 80 out of 100 men or more, should not reproduce 
because they are assumed to carry bad genes that should be filtered 
out. The fact that 80 or more women out of 100 carry the same genes 
is irrelevant, because only men are filtered out. Women select which 
men are allowed to have sex with them and reproduce and which are 
not. This is a one-sided biological supremacy and sexual dominance of 
women, if this is not contained or limited by culture. But recognising 
this contradicts our perception, which paints a bad picture of male 
losers so that they cannot complain and improve their unjust lot. This 
is the biological reason why they appear to us as ridiculous whiners, 
but not wrongly complaining women and feminists. Our perception 
twists things into the opposite for both sexes. 


Another mechanism is repression, because if people became 
aware of the unjust perception, they would be able to override it 
through the process of cognition. The human mind could then correct 
the injustice, which would override the principle of evolution to filter 
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bad genes with sexual selection via men, but not via women. It is 
therefore a self-protection of evolution to make it as difficult as pos- 
sible, preferably impossible, for our minds to grasp the skewed per- 
ception and injustice. Philosophers, especially feminists, have fallen 
into this trap for centuries. 


So there are several innate instincts, perceptual distortions and 
repression mechanisms that deprive male losers of opportunities and 
empathy. But that's not all. Feminism has also exaggerated the princip- 
les of favoured perception and treatment of women, as well as discri- 
minatory perception and treatment of male losers who should not 
reproduce, to an extremist degree with its not only unworldly ideology 
and utopia, but also a distortion of perception that presents the facts 
exactly upside down and elevates this inversion to a surrogate religi- 
ous dogma. 


Anyone who states that men are oppressed, not women, is por- 
trayed and dismissed as a crazy conspiracy theorist, Schwurbler, tard, 
retard, bletherer and so on, whereas nonsensical feminist flights of 
fancy are publicised by the media, quickly become common know- 
ledge and finally the legally prescribed raison d'étre of the state. 


If we do not understand this, then we cannot understand any- 
thing. Only when we have become aware of this false perception, 
which has been twisted into the exact opposite, will there be even the 
slightest hope of improvement. 
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The foundations of human culture 


Only after we have understood the multiple perceptual distortions de- 


scribed in the previous subchapter, which first make us favour women 
in our perceptions and then also socially, whilst in contrast we first 
despise male losers most unfairly in our perceptions and then treat 
them unjustly and spitefully, are we able to think about and understand 
human culture at all. 


As Levine, an ethnologist quoted in my early books, wrote in the 
1960s, the characteristics of a culture are unconscious to its bearers 
and can only be perceived from the outside with an ethnological eye. 
Especially with regard to both sexes, there is a further bias: not only 
sexuality is subject to a process of repression like nocturnal dreams, 
but all relations of both sexes. People should not be aware of their sex 
culture because otherwise they could arbitrarily undermine it. 


The same argument applies to male losers: if they were aware of 
the signals that make them a loser in the eyes of women, it would be 
easy for them to pretend to be a winner and therefore no longer be 
treated as a loser. If, on the other hand, male losers could appeal to 
compassion in girls or in society, as children, girls, women and now 
the numerous so-called ‘underprivileged minorities’ that feminists 
have created and strongly favoured in large numbers according to the 
model of their movement can, then they would no longer be losers 
either, because their compassion would make girls grant sex and re- 
production to male losers, or show them how they can rise and gain 
access. But that is out of the question: Never would girls do that. Such 
desire is taboo for white, heterosexual men. Only children, girls, 
women, members of infertile sexual orientations, migrants admitted 
by the millions (new voters for the government) are allowed to do so; 
only they are allowed to complain, demand and receive compassion, 
solidarity and help. 


But culture itself is also subject to a multi-layered barrier to 
awareness: partly innate repressive forces, partly due to feminist and 
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left-wing ideology that makes false accusations of ‘oppression of 
women’ in a hypothetical ‘structural patriarchy’ and so on. 


Today, the woke are even rebelling against binary structure. They 
fight against everything that is natural, constantly spreading new fads, 
each more destructive than the last, all of them, even the first ones, 
being highly pernicious. In fact, binary differences are the basis of 
human existence, feminists and leftists have been destroying human 
nature on all levels for generations. 


Language is only possible because of binary differences, through 
which infinitely variable sounds become carriers of meaning. That is 
why language is not arbitrary, it is an innate human need and ability 
that defines humanity. The ability to speak is at least as old as our 
species. Without binary differences between sounds, there would be 
no carriers of meaning, neither phonemes nor letters, no mental com- 
munication. Binary differences are not ‘oppression’, but a basic prere- 
quisite for a healthy human existence. 


The same applies to culture, which is based on the binary diffe- 
rence of two sexes that take on different cultural tasks, the interplay of 
which results in community and coexistence, just as the counterpoint 
of music combines different voices into an artwork. 


Similarly, languages differentiate sounds according to often bina- 
ry distinguishing features, so that recognisable carriers of meaning are 
created for all speakers, from which words are formed and these are 
combined into sentences according to grammatical rules. The details 
of how this happens and the rules, on the other hand, are different in 
every language. Cultural division of labour between the sexes works 
in a similar way, creates meaning and understanding, social and sexual 
relations, connects and even arouses compassion and empathy, as 
ethnologists will show. 


«The division of labour between the sexes is just as universal 
as the prohibition of incest; the modalities of the division of labour, 
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by contrast, are culturally specific» (Claude Lévi-Strauss, Tristes 
Tropiques, described by Axel T. Paul in FremdWorte, Etappen der 
strukturalen Anthropologie, p. 69, annotation 45) 


The division of roles between the sexes is fundamental, is at the 
beginning of the social division of labour and culture in general, as 
ethnologists such as Marcel Mauss and classical ethnology as well as 
classical sociologists such as Emile Durkheim knew. 


«Nowhere is this more clearly expressed than where Mauss tells 
us very explicitly how much we have lost — whatever else we may 
have gained — by substituting a rational economic system for a system 
in which the exchange of goods was not a mechanical but a moral 
transaction that established and maintained human, personal re- 
lationships between individuals and between groups.» (Mauss, 
Marcel, The Gift: Form and Function of Exchange in Archaic Soci- 
eties, Foreword, p. 12) 


This is an important argument, even if this book is less about the 
exchange of gifts than about exchange through the division of roles or 
labour, for which the same applies. It also shows that not only indivi- 
duals, but also groups, originally sex groups, establish human, perso- 
nal relations and even relationships through exchange. 


«Despite the importance of this exchange, gifts do not have the 
same purpose as trade and barter... Its aim is primarily a moral one: 
it is to evoke friendly feelings between the two persons involved, 
and if the enterprise has not had this result, its purpose has been 
defeated» (A. Radcliffe-Brown, 1906, according to Marcel Mauss, 
The Gift) 


If we combine the two quotes, it becomes clear that exchange not 
only evokes feelings of solidarity, but also feelings of friendship bet- 
ween individuals and also between groups, especially sex groups. 
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«When Mauss emphasises that collectives (not individuals) face 
each other in the exchange of gifts, even when individuals act; when 
he emphasises that collectives “mutually commit” themselves to 
solidarity or to friendly feelings [feelings of friendship?] in the 
exchange of gifts and services (ebd. 14)» (Heike Delitz, Fernuniver- 
sitat Hagen, Emile Durkheim, Mauss 1989 [1923/24] Die Gabe: 14) 


Mauss emphasises that groups, not individuals, face each other 
when exchanging gifts, and that solidarity and friendly, empathetic 
feelings are caused at group level. We can also see this for exchanges 
through the division of roles and labour in primitive cultures. There- 
fore, marital bonding, which is mentioned by both Jiirgen Jensen and 
Emile Durkheim, is not the only result of exchange. 


«Division of labor ... is the source of civilization.» (Emile 
Durkheim, The Division of Labor in Society, translated by George 
Simpson, p.50) 


«its true function is to create in two or more persons a feeling of 
solidarity... what causes irs particular energy, is not the resemblance, 
but the difference in the natures which it unites. Precisely because 
man and woman are different, they seek each other passionately. How- 
ever, as in the preceding instance, it is not a contrast pure and simple 
which brings about reciprocal feelings. Only those differences which 
require each other for their mutual fruition can have this quality. In 
short, man and woman isolated from each other are only different 
party of the same concrete universal which they reform when they 
unite. In other words, the sexual division of labor is the source of 
conjugal solidarity, and that is why psychologists have very justly 
seen in the spearation of the sexes an event of tremendous impor- 
tance in the evolution of emotions. It has made possible perhaps 
the strongest of all unselfish inclinations.» (Emile Durkheim, The 
Division of Labor in Society, Translated by George Simpson, p.56) 


The above was a bright insight into the significance of the divisi- 
on of labour between the sexes, which is the original form of the divi- 
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sion of labour in general, namely the creation of connectedness, soli- 
darity, not self-centred but instead compassionate feelings, and thus 
empathy. Although sex difference is a helpful building block, it is nei- 
ther necessary nor sufficient. In a society deprived of cultural sex 
complementarity by feminism, both sexes continue to be different but 
are alienated from each other. They lack the cultural connection that 
creates feelings, solidarity and harmony instead of conflict and hostili- 


ty. 


However, Emile Durkheim is looking at the marital division of 
labour here, which is only a special case. In “Nature instead of 
Utopia” and “Film in Words” I presented ethnological accounts of sex 
complementarity in ancient tribal cultures, in which it becomes clear 
that among these original peoples men went hunting together, in the 
jungle with a blowpipe. Women, on the other hand, planted and 
harvested manioc together. The activities of both sexes took place in 
groups of their own sex: Women usually surrounded by their playing 
small children, whereas older boys were taught by men. Solidarity, 
empathy and feelings are therefore first awakened between men and 
women as such or as sex groups, and only later within marriage as a 
couple relationship. 


This is an important point, because if we neglect the group ex- 
change of the sexes, we have latent misunderstanding, competition 
and mistrust between the sexes and a contempt for male losers of se- 
xual selection. Without the group exchange that gives prestige to every 
capable man, the most capable men who do not waste their time in 
flirt and dating (courtship) easily crash to despised losers and incels. 


Further logical errors were the feminist attempts to define women 
without relation or even without reference to men (like the left without 
reference to the right) or to seek self-realisation as a woman without a 
man: self-realisation is only possible in relation to each other, a har- 
monious, loving and reliable one — feminist dystopia is the opposite of 
the necessary and natural one. Man is a social being; his identity arises 


114 


from social relations and relationships with others; to seek it in oneself 
alone is a naive utopia of hippies and feminists, doomed to failure. 


«According to Durkheim, the moral function of the division of 
labour is that it creates social solidarity. 

Harmony and social solidarity. The division of labour creates a 
feeling of solidarity between people.» (Dr. Hans Perlinger 21.11.2006) 


Division of labour is a fundamental value, and basic to it is the 
sexual one. It has, according to Durkheim, as according to Mauss the 
gift, a moral and ideational value in itself, which exceeds the physical 
benefit. 


«Society is only made possible by the division of labour ... That 
the sexual division of labour, without which “a whole form of social 
life would not have come into being”» (Michael Meuser, Geschlecht 
und Mannlichkeit, p. 44 about Emile Durkheim) 


However, at that time it was taken for granted and was additio- 
nally protected by the aforementioned repressive forces that kept it out 
of consciousness, so that it was never systematically investigated be- 
fore feminism overran science and the media so aggressively and into- 
lerantly around 1968 that unbiased research was no longer conceivab- 
le. Since then we have been inundated with writings in which the very 
premises and assumptions are false, then tendentious questions are 
asked about as tendentious issues in feminist-twisted terms, creating a 
systematic revolutionary struggle against human nature and culture. 


As I have documented in previous books, a Professor Goldberg 
of New York University in 1968 was almost unable to find a publisher 
for his erudite cross-cultural treatise on the universality of sex roles. 
He received a record number of rejections, which were far surpassed 
by my books. 


Hence there is a flood of feminist distortions, but not a single 
value-neutral systematic presentation of the cultural division of roles 
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and labour, complementarity and connecting customs and rites bet- 
ween the two sexes. During my research, I found a single academic 
work that had a different topic, namely “Continuity and change in the 
division of labour among the Baganda” in general by Jiirgen Jensen, 
yet at least dealt with these questions in passing. Such works should 
have been written about every tribal culture worldwide, especially 
about occidental peoples in historical times. Incidentally, this book, 
the only one with meritorious work on a fundamental topic of humani- 
ty, is today considered a scurrility that is sorted out of university libra- 
ries and traded at a high price as a rarity. 


«Among the Baganda, men were exposed to far greater dangers 
to life and limb than women. Men could perish in war, which usually 
entailed great loss of life (92:737), or fall victim to intrigue or the dis- 
favour of the Kabaka in the struggle for rank and prestige. Therefore, 
women generally lived to be much older than men (305:97).» (Jirgen 
Jensen, “Continuity and change in the division of labour among the 
Baganda”, p. 47) 


As elsewhere in the world, men were sent to die in war. Feminists 
did this during world wars with white feather campaigns. Men who 
did not want to go to war were dishonoured and forced to go to the 
slaughter. Meanwhile, feminists sat safely at home with their coffee 
wreaths, moaning about their ‘oppression’. 


«By and large, all men were skilled in the craft of war, although 
by no means the whole of the country's army was involved in every 
single campaign.» (ibidem, p. 58) 


In peacetime, men were assigned the hard, arduous and dange- 
rous work. 


«The main purpose of cultivation was to produce food. It was 
also a female task; men only took part in clearing new land by remo- 
ving trees, bushes and large tufts of grass, but the rest of the work — 
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such as burning the grass and loosening the soil — was again reserved 
for women (79:123 /241:111—112 / 305:427» (ibid, p. 54) 


Women take care of plants, but men have to clear trees and 
bushes, i.e. do the hard labour. 


Feminists and leftists have always perceived these things the 
wrong way round for centuries due to the innate distortion of percepti- 
on, the biological cause and meaning of which were explained above. 
That's the problem of humanism and the Enlightenment: instincts and 
mechanisms of repression and distortion of human perception of 
everything sexual made sense in the primordial state of semi-animal 
life and perhaps even in the Palaeolithic Age. But as soon as people 
began to think about themselves, to reshape society or culture with 
their minds, the innate, instinctive skewed perception took its revenge. 
For centuries, it has been whispering to us to favour women like chil- 
dren, but to spitefully dismiss male losers. When, during the Enligh- 
tenment era, people began to organise our lives in a supposedly more 
rational way according to abstract principles, they fell for this innate 
distortion of perception, which is why Christoph Kucklick, in his work 
“The Immoral Sex”, found the signs of a negative view of men as ear- 
ly as humanism, which became entrenched clichés during the saddle 
period of the Enlightenment (around 1800), shaping all philosophical 
thought and canonical ‘knowledge’ of the time. Since then, there has 
been a ‘negative andrology’, as he put it, and ‘women as figures of 
light and role models’ are set against the negatively perceived men. 


A description of this self-destruction by a mind misguided by 
skewed perception can be found in another form in the work of the 
British ethnologist Unwin, who wrote in the 1930s that in every civili- 
sation, over time, feminist tendencies and conditions of moral depravi- 
ty increase until the afflicted civilisation either disintegrates from 
within or is overrun by more vital ones, which then take the same 
wrong turn. A plausible explanation is the innate skewed perception 
that makes us favour women and discriminate against male losers, so 
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that feminist tendencies increase from generation to generation, the 
balance is tipped more strongly and civilisation is further destroyed. 


We must become aware of that instinctively false perception. We 
have no other chance. My books serve this purpose, but that skewed 
perception is the reason for the rejection of my books, whose basic 
theses always appear strange, ridiculous, confused and false to con- 
temporaries, since they trust their innately skewed perception, as well 
as the contemporary ideology that reinforces it, but in no way want to 
admit that my theses are correct and clarify the central error of our 
time and contemporaries. Because of these disturbing theses, my 
books are in turn rejected. 


Paradoxically, my theses are rejected precisely because they deal 
with the fact that our perception is skewed when it comes to the sexes. 
This skewed perception makes us consider nonsensical what criticises 
this skewed perception, and makes us overlook the greater hardships 
of work, demands and hurdles for men, and the male dependence on 
achieving high status, without which they are excluded from important 
things, including sex and procreation. Similarly, we overlook the fa- 
vourable perception and treatment of female existence, while often 
taking seriously false attributions that uphold the fiction of male 
dominance, without which men fail at more than just courtship. 


«In a farmer's household, the wife or wives and the little girls 
were in charge of cooking and the provision of water and firewood... 
Furthermore, it was part of the female tasks to spread the house with 
fresh grass every day (305:94—95). The young boys usually had to 
sweep the yard (241:21). If there were slaves in the house, they were 
assigned the rougher chores (237:44). Boys or slaves also had to carry 
various utensils, such as the sleeping mat, behind their master when he 
went about his business outside the house (8:291 / 161:112 / 54:347).» 
(ibid. p. 60) 


It is noteworthy that jobs of a similar type, such as rough labour, 
were given to either men or slaves, and that boys and slaves shared 
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some tasks. For boys it is mentioned above; for men it was mentioned 
further above that they took on the rougher tasks such as clearing trees 
and bushes when working in the fields, just as slaves took on the 
rougher tasks in the household. Boys and men had to work when there 
were no slaves for slave labour. Men were also used for heavy or 
dangerous labour. 


«When a young man wanted to marry, he would usually seek the 
consent of his chosen girl and then make his plans known to her 
brother. He and the girl's father-brother would enquire about the 
applicant's reputation and, if the enquiries were satisfactory, the young 
man would be invited to an inaugural visit. He presented himself 
together with several relatives and presented some gifts; the girl now 
gave her consent once again publicly, after each side had promised to 
fulfil the duties of marriage. This betrothal was binding. (101:304-306 
/ 241:79-81 / 305: 87-88» (ibidem, p. 46-47) 


Geneticists have shown that as far back as studies go, to a sus- 
pected bottleneck in genetics about 70,000 years ago, there were seve- 
ral times as many mothers as fathers. During courtship, men believe 
they make decisions. However, studies with cameras have shown that 
the reactions of the girls or women always determined how men 
reacted and how the flirtation ended, but never the other way round. 
Women are biologically in charge, but we don't realise it. This also has 
a biological reason. For part of courtship is that men show themselves 
to be dominant so that women desire them as successful men. 


This happens on an instinctive level. Men therefore believe they 
are dominant, but this is only a role in a theatre game of flirtation. In 
fact, one result of evolutionary biology is that there is basically no do- 
minance of men over women, even if we think there is, but only domi- 
nance of men over other men in male hierarchies. In flirting (court- 
ship), men have to convince women of their male dominance in order 
to be chosen and sexually approved by her. This is why both feminists 
and men believed in male dominance. They overlooked the fact that it 
was only a staging of flirting and sexual role play, which then often 
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continued in couple relationships for lust arousal and cohesion. A man 
who does not believe in his dominance would have failed at flirting in 
the wild without cultural structures, which is sufficient reason to firm- 
ly believe in male dominance, even though it does not exist. 


«The division of labour within the Baganda culture in the mid- 
19th century 

The following basic features emerged for the organisation of the 
division of labour in traditional Buganda (III : 83-92): 

Initially, all labour was divided between the sexes» (ibid., p. 
268, published 1967) 


Although the pressure of sexual selection on men was not 
eliminated by such cultural forms, at least criteria were met rationally, 
through diligence and efficiency, whereas in the animalistic state that 
feminism has restored, cunning pick-up masters fuck all the girls, 
whereas capable, hard-working labourers and intellectual workers 
become incels and don't get a single girl. 
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This leads to a negative breeding selection in which the more 
intelligent, introverted, brooding, hard-working and _ sexually 
inexperienced men are, the more they lose out. If there are regional 
differences in measured IQ, areas with strong polygamy and 
unleashed female choice, where there is a lot of fucking around and 
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therefore female choice is particularly strong in sexual selection, seem 
to coincide with areas of low average IQ. Where the IQ map is 
coloured deep red (IQ<=66), women usually had fairly unrestrained 
sexual choice for thousands of years, even if they were married, so 
they could fuck around with any man who showed off physically with 
masculine behaviour and impressed female primal instincts. Where the 
average is 100 to 120, over thousands of years, apart from the need for 
good planning, because harsh winters required stockpiling or tropical 
rice terraces had to be protected from drought, or an affinity for books 
and science, there were more stable marriages and a stronger emphasis 
on male prowess in the choice of partners than on animal instincts that 
decide sexual selection. 


This was also helped by the division of roles and labour between 
the sexes, which placed capable men in social relations with capable 
women, from which sexual relationships could easily develop, whe- 
ther marriage or sexual friendship. 


The division of labour between the sexes is more important than 
just enabling better choice of relationships; it is the binding force of 
family, community and society. 


«The division of labour between the sexes was an essential 
factor in stabilising legal and social relationships in marriage and, 
more broadly, in the household. The division of labour was such that 
the sexes were completely dependent on each other in order to 
maintain an orderly existence. From the point of view of the 
household, it is better to speak of a division of the entire fulfilment of 
needs, because each man himself only carried out a small part of the 
male tasks, but nevertheless had to pay for all the other services that 
came from the male sphere, i.e. through exchange. E.g. it was basical- 
ly the husband's responsibility to buy his wife a hoe for gardening, 
unless he happened to be a blacksmith himself. (305:426) This mutual 
economic dependence of the spouses» (Jiirgen Jensen, ibid., 1967, p. 
85) 
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Incidentally, the ethnological study confirms statements by Emile 
Durkheim, who also emphasised the moral value of the division of 
labour, which arouses feelings and stabilises relationships. 


Feminist and left-wing assumptions and ideas are fundamentally 
wrong and upside down. The division into sex groups is not a result of 
power, but a necessity of human nature, just as binary differences 
make language possible, which is also a typical ability of the human 
species and at the same time an urgent need. Both language and cul- 
ture are important for communication between people and have mul- 
tiple meanings. To abolish them by abolishing the complementary 
division of roles or labour, thereby eliminating the exchange between 
the two sexes, was a mutilation beyond compare. Studies have shown 
that women exclude men from female groups more than men exclude 
women from male groups. The distribution of labour according to sex 
was also monitored more by women than by men, which makes the 
claim that sex roles are an expression of male power even more 
absurd. (Apart from the fact that power in flirting also lies with girls, 
not with the man theatrically staging himself as strong). 


«E.g. young boys were forbidden to be anywhere near a cooking 
area, and a man who cooked could not find a woman who would mar- 
ry him. (272:28)» (ibid., 1967, p. 79) 


The female selective power that we instinctively repress from 
consciousness forced men into sex roles because otherwise they would 
not have found a wife. Both feminists and leftists are deluded, have 
for decades indignantly rejected my books, mocked and ridiculed me 
as ridiculous because they refused to believe the central fact of female 
sexual selection power, preferring to portray the loser as a failure, a 
stupid incel, a ridiculous weirdo and a conspiration theorist, rather 
than face evolutionary facts and see the house of cards of their ideolo- 
gy collapse. It is precisely the crux of the matter that contemporaries, 
their perceptions and their thinking go astray and therefore interpret 
all the important things in life the wrong way round. 
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It was (actually is) normal for tasks to be assigned to one sex. 
This gave them a social and sexual significance, which in turn brought 
them prestige and identity. Mind you, this was not paid professional 
labour in the modern sense, but a cultural, social task within the cultu- 
ral community and family. 


«In Buganda there was small-scale trade within the country and 
at the borders also with the neighbouring peoples; however, this trade 
does not yet stand out as an independent field of work, since the pro- 
ducers of a product were usually also the sellers, so that it is justified 
to associate this trade with the respective production processes 
(223:130 / 305:452-457)... In the course of the 19th century, however, 
enterprising Arab merchants largely took over the intra-African trade 
and also connected Buganda to their transport network. From 1844 
until the death of Kabaka Ssuuna in 1956, Arab caravans visited the 
country more frequently (105:82 / 332:154). This prompted the Bu- 
ganda to cease their own endeavours in this regard.» (op. cit. p. 58) 


Interesting: Displacement of activities once carried out within the 
tribe by traders, including foreign ethnic groups or cultures. The effect 
of ‘globalisation’, at that time by Arab traders. A culture impoverishes 
(socially, not monetarily) when tasks that were once performed by the 
tribe itself are outsourced or transferred to foreigners. 


The list of male and female roles or activities is incomplete; here 
it's only a matter of illustrating the principle on the basis of the only 
tribal culture comprehensively described. However, it is a human uni- 
versal that was generally found in tribal cultures. 


«Elephant and buffalo hunting ... These hunts were usually joint 
ventures involving three to four hunters (91:86 / 92:733 / 305:446).» 
(op. cit. p. 55) 


Hunting is one of the world's male activities. Although it is 
decisive for the existence of culture that there is a binary division, yet 
not how this is carried out, central areas are nevertheless largely distri- 


123 


buted in the same way. Feminists want to doubt all these facts, but 
they are wrong twice over: firstly, the existence of a division of labour 
is logically independent of how it is carried out, just as it is fundamen- 
tally irrelevant what sounds there are in a language; the main thing is 
that there are recognisable (usually binary) distinguishing features and 
sounds for all speakers. Secondly, the distribution of basic matters is 
also universally adapted to both sexes. What has to do with suckling 
and caring for small children or fits well together is usually female. 
Hunting and war are always male tasks. Feminists have been looking 
for a counterexample in big game hunting for decades and have not 
found one for just as long. Recently, they have interpreted archaeolo- 
gical finds from distant times in such a way that somewhere, at some 
time, in some individual case, women are also supposed to have been 
involved. 


Regarding this should be noted: In cultures, existing tasks are al- 
ways distributed. If there was no usable plant growth in a habitat, this 
meant that the usually female activity of gathering did not occur, nor 
did any agricultural tasks arise. Instead, the existing tasks were distri- 
buted. If there were once tribes in whose habitat only hunting was 
available for food, the tasks necessary in this culture would logically 
have been distributed. This does not detract from the universal prin- 
ciple. 


«The initiative in a hunting expedition lay with a man who kept 
hunting dogs and also possessed the necessary nets... Fishermen were 
mainly the inhabitants of the Sese islands, namely the men (with the 
exception of the chiefs)» (op.cit. p. 52) 


With activities such as hunting or rowing for fishing, the question 
arose of how to coordinate them. Drive hunts were once common in 
Europe, where wild animals were flushed out with dogs and driven to- 
wards hunters. To ensure that both parties, beaters and hunters, coordi- 
nated their actions, horn signals were once blown to communicate, 
which were adopted by composers in Baroque music and developed 
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into concertos, such as the first Brandenburg Concerto by Johann 
Sebastian Bach. 


«In this case, too, the character of the social obligation of this 
formula was certainly given; but one recognises that at the same time 
it fulfilled the function of a rhythmic chant to maintain the harmony of 
the work (III:65). These songs were particularly appreciated in 
Buganda; the boatmen were considered the best singers in the country, 
and occasionally some of them had to demonstrate their art at the 
court of the Kabaka (305:37),» (op. cit. p. 75) 


Examples of this are the Song of the Volga Boatmen “Yo, heave- 
ho!” by barge-haulers, whereby the joint rhythmic pulling of the ships 
with ropes was originally regulated, which would not be possible 
without such coordination, as well as the call “Ai-ai-Sir!” of Indian 
construction workers, who always began to erect a very long and 
heavy mast on “Sir!” until it had worked. This also required everyone 
to lift the mast at the same time with all their strength to the beat of 
their chant. 


«In some group work, it was necessary to coordinate the work in- 
tensity of the individual workers with each other, i.e. to achieve a cer- 
tain harmony in their actions; to achieve this goal, it was customary to 
accompany the work with singing and the sound of drums, thus setting 
the rhythm (5:107 / 305:37). This custom was particularly practised by 
the fishermen; during a boat trip, the rhythm for the rowing strokes 
was indicated in this way (306:65)» (ibid. p. 65) 


«The work of the en included the production of the necessary 
tools (with the exception of the boats, whose manufacture will be 
discussed later), the fishing itself and — insofar as the catch was not for 
their own use — the distribution of the fish, which had usually been 
dried beforehand, to their destination in the interior of the country 
(92:732 / 223:149-151 / 305: 391-399 / 306:61-—63)... In the joint ven- 
tures, the management usually lay with one man who owned the ne- 
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cessary nets and a large boat (223:150). There is thus a certain parallel 
to the organisation of hunting expeditions» (op. cit. pp. 52-53) 


This suggests that cultures did not necessarily organise trade as a 
separate occupational field. One argument for this is that trade 
margins are often much higher than the earnings of those who have 
created physical or intellectual goods with their industrious labour. On 
the other hand, there is the view that trade is central and enables 
developments that would not occur or would occur more slowly with- 
out it. This is an old contrast between different points of view. Tensi- 
ons can arise from such opposites. 


«The care of the small cattle was normally the task of boys up to 
the age of ten... It was a task which, like the cultivation, had to be 
carried out daily, but which involved little labour and required so little 
attention that the little shepherds could fill much of their time in the 
pasture by playing with their peers (305:77—78).» (op. cit. p. 53) 


Since the advent of paid employment and school education, our 
attitude to work has changed fundamentally. This is already true for 
adults, for whom the former cultural, social and sexual significance of 
their work has disappeared and the main goal has become earning 
money and wealth. It is all the more true for children, who are now 
protected from the distraction of learning at school. What was once a 
playful way of learning adult tasks, similar to school education today, 
became a disruptive factor as a result of this change. In addition, child 
labour in the technical modern age was exploitation, the conditions of 
which were rightly denounced and which was banned for good reason. 
However, it would be wrong to equate the playful practice of work in 
old tribal cultures with child labour for money, which is justified to be 
seen as exploitation. Technological modernity has created an artificial- 
ly prolonged period of childhood immaturity and irresponsibility, 
which in turn creates problems by delaying the maturation of responsi- 
bility and adult personality. Tribal cultures also corresponded better to 
human nature in this respect. 
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«The herding of large cattle ... In older times cattle were also her- 
ded by small boys (305:416). But in the course of the 19th century it 
became common practice that only Bahima herdsmen were employed 
to herd cattle» (op. cit. p. 53) 


The large number of other male tasks mentioned were partly 
omitted so as not to unnecessarily inflate this book by deviating from 
its main themes. 


«These leather experts, who first dried the hides in the air, then 
removed all unevenness by scraping and then softened the leather with 
butter, developed an extraordinary craftsmanship in their art that gene- 
rally aroused the admiration of European visitors (92:97 / 223:135 / 
305:408-410 / 306:182).» (op. cit. p. 55) 


Now we come to traditionally female tasks. 


«The individual tasks — such as planting banana cuttings and 
sowing grain crops, tending the plantation and harvesting — a woman 
could do well on her own, her only tool being the hoe. (8:49 / 92:724 / 
241:112-113 / 302:57 / 305:430-431). However, most women were 
assisted in their work by the little girls of their household (II:36—37)... 
In any case, cultivation offered women some kind of daily task.» (op. 
cit. p. 54) 


Originally, female tasks were by no means confined to the house- 
hold, but included some of the work necessary for the community. 
Like male work, this was preferably carried out in groups, among 
neighbours and friends, often surrounded by children. This ranged 
from planting rice, as described in an Indian folk song, to the rhythm 
of which the songstresses planted rice cuttings in the ground, to 
cleaning and processing the rice, or from growing to preparing manioc 
in the rainforest. 


«All the women were very skilful at weaving — baskets of various 
sizes were used for storing and transporting food. The women 
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themselves collected the material for this activity, namely banana 
fibres, palm leaf stalks and grasses, and they also dyed it. (92:727 / 
305:409-410). (op. cit. pp. 55-56) 


Furthermore, the cited work and the ethnological field studies 
used in it show that once, before the influence of Europeans began to 
dissolve traditional culture, pretty much every activity was assigned to 
one of both sexes. 


«Initially, all work was divided between the sexes» (op. cit., see 
above) 


It was a rare exception when one sex was able to help the other 
with work because tasks were clearly culturally distributed. 


«One foodstuff that required a longer production process was 
banana beer, the customary beverage. Beer production was generally 
regarded as a male activity, although women and girls could also help; 
in any case, however, kneading the banana pulp was reserved for men 
as being in keeping with their strengths (92:707 / 250:362).» (op. cit. 
p. 54) 


If both sexes exceptionally perform the same work in this tribe, 
then differentiated roles within this area of labour arise. This shows 
how human nature works, if it is not excluded from principles that are 
foreign to it. 


Thereby it does not matter whether sex roles are reversed in a 
neighbouring culture, as is the case here with pottery. Sometimes, 
even in Asia, some professions or jobs were once allocated differently 
from region to region, such as weaving or tailoring clothes. In the vil- 
lage of one tribe it might be men's work, in the next village of another 
tribe it might be women's work. Nevertheless, within a tribal culture it 
was usually left to one sex, although it was typically often sociable 
group work — mothers would meet up with friends and neighbours, 


128 


surrounded by playing children and their infants, chatting and doing 
the task together. 


Male chores were also often sociable group tasks. However, there 
were core activities that were universally assigned in the same way as 
hunting large animals was male, fetching water was female, before the 
state water supply made this once important activity for everyday life 
and living superfluous and obsolete. Women and girls often met at the 
well or the watering hole, which was a social meeting place for them 
like a club is today. Around the world, there are stories and paintings 
of girls and women fetching water, chatting at the well, also in the 
tradition of Western classical paintings. It is said that the Arab belly 
dance originated because girls and women would come home from the 
well with jugs of water on their heads, singing and dancing to them. 
Because of the water jug on their heads, they were unable to lift their 
bodies while dancing without spilling precious water, which is why 
their hips swayed sideways while their heads and the jug remained 
safely still. 


«Pottery ... was largely practised by hereditary male specialists, 
mostly from Bunyoro, who lived in special pottery settlements 
(223:159 / 305:399 / 345:57—-58)... It is likely that this was a cultural 
emanation from the neighbouring island of Buvuma, where women 
usually made pottery (272:26 / 376:117).» (op. cit. p. 56) 


This distribution of tasks was not unchangeable over time and did 
not originate from men or ‘male power’, as feminists and leftists have 
wrongly assumed for centuries, which has become a dogma of belief 
in the consciousness of today's society. 


«The refusal of women to engage in the cultivation of export pro- 
ducts was aimed in the same direction ([X:191). These examples show 
that the impetus for new activities by men was at least partly provided 
by women.» (Jiirgen Jensen, op.cit., “Kontinuitét und Wandel in der 
Arbeitsteilung bei den Baganda’”, p. 243) 
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Women thus exerted influence over which activities were assig- 
ned to men and, remarkably, rejected agricultural cultivation of export 
crops as a female task, even though crop cultivation was otherwise a 
female activity among the Baganda. Other activities changed with the 
introduction of new tasks as male groups learnt and took on other 
similar work. 


«The blacksmiths were also hereditary specialists who mostly 
came from Bunyoro, Kkooki or the late conquered province of Buddu 
(233:160 / 305:379 / 376:48). Some smiths extracted iron themselves 
by smelting red ironstone... However, a lot of iron was also imported, 
and in the 19th century copper and brass arrived in Buganda from the 
countries south of Lake Victoria, where they were also processed by 
the smiths (92:727 / 223:161 / 241:129 / 356:50).... TROWELL was 
still able to make interesting observations about the organisation of 
smithy work in 1938, which apparently show traditional conditions 
(356:49-50). TROWELL found that 20 blacksmiths of this clan were 
employed in the smithy she investigated, which was under the 
management of the Katangole, the head of the Kuh clan. However, 
they did not all work there at the same time, but alternated quarterly in 
a regular rotation, so that only about five smiths were present at any 
one time.» (op. cit. p. 56) 


It was only during military campaigns or long-distance journeys 
that men took on the female labour necessary to maintain life. As a 
result, both sexes were dependent on each other. Men needed women 
and women needed men. 


«Initially, these seem to have been informal neighbourhood 
groups, whose members tended to help each other (hunting, fishing, 
possibly also beer making, bark cloth production and house building), 
which will be explained in more detail later in the discussion of 
exchange arrangements. Several such small groups were then 
grouped together in a community» (op. cit. pp. 62-63) 
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The resulting exchange between the two sexes is essential for our 
questions. Today we are accustomed by feminists and leftists to deal 
with everything that destroys the complementarity and exchange of 
both sexes, until finally biological bisexuality itself became the target 
of their destructive intentions. Exactly the opposite is necessary for 
helpful and harmonious relations of the sexes that awaken feelings 
between the sexes, such as being empathetic, caring and loving. Both 
classical ethnology (including Marcel Mauss) and the co-founder of 
classical sociology Emile Durkheim, when this subject was not yet an 
ideological subject as it is today, clearly recognised that the division of 
labour between the sexes is fundamental, and that the social division 
of labour, which is indispensable for the emergence of science and 
technology, has only developed from this. Moreover, both realised that 
this complementary division of roles is crucial for building a bond, 
whether social, in the family, community or as a couple. In addition, 
Durkheim already pointed out that it also arouses emotion. 


«The female inhabitants of the house took care of most of the 
household chores, tending the plants and weaving baskets. The young 
boys took care of the small livestock. The father of the house could 
produce some of the necessary bark cloth, and if there were other men 
in the household — slaves or older boys — even the need for larger 
pieces of bark could be met, which only several labourers could pro- 
duce together. It was mainly the male members of the household — 
women may have helped — who made the beer required. If the head of 
the household was a craftsman who could work alone, such as a potter, 
there was no need to call on other people for the specialised product in 
question. Insofar as this work involved the production of material 
objects, a surplus was usually generated that went beyond the house- 
hold's own needs and represented an important potential for the ex- 
change of services. For example, ROSCOE reported that a woman 
with a good banana plantation could produce enough food to feed 
three or four men (305:431).» (op. cit. p. 66) 
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The principle of exchange has more fundamental ideational and 
moral benefits than physical ones, although it also greatly facilitates 
survival. 


«A variety of socio-economic relations with people outside the 
household were necessary in order to meet the other goods needs of a 
peasant household, whether through cooperation and subsequent dis- 
tribution of the labour product or through an exchange of services. A 
distinction can be made between 

a) Relationships with relatives, 

b) relations with neighbours, 

c) relationships with the chief and 

d) relationships with pure economic partners.» (op.cit. pp. 66-67) 


The exchange of services enables cohesion. 


«Everyone was able to cover a certain proportion of their goods 
requirements without outside help. For the vast majority, however, 
more or less extensive socio-economic relations were required. ... The 
actual cohesion of the supply system was achieved through the 
exchange of services. Three different exchange arrangements can be 
recognised, which are described here as 

a) socially-bound, complementary, 

b) socially-bound, reciprocal and 

c) socially unbound regulations.» (op. cit. p. 73) 


The most important are the complementary exchanges listed 
under a), whereby we are primarily interested in the oldest and most 
fundamental, the sex-related ones. 


«a) Rules that regulated the exchange of services, and unequal 
ones at that, within certain institutions clearly stand out. A person's 
membership of a particular institution resulted in an obligation to 
provide other people with certain services within the framework of 
complex legal and social relationships; the partners concerned then 
had to compensate for what were regarded as corresponding services 
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in return. These exchange arrangements, referred to here as socially- 
bound, complementary, existed among the Baganda on three social 
levels, namely in the individual household, in the community and in 
the state... As already indicated earlier (1:36), one can indeed speak 
of a parallel structure of the socio-economic relationships of the three 
levels mentioned, whereby the exchange relations of interest here are 
included as important parts.» (op. cit. pp. 73-74) 


The ethnological sources confirm what I write about ‘exchange’ 
arising from the division of labour in sex culture. This is not a pipe 
dream, but the state of classical ethnology before this discipline was 
overrun and turned upside down by feminist, leftist and woke cultural 
revolution. 


«The division of labour was a fundamental factor for social 
cohesion in the individual household; bonding ... was also empha- 
sised through the separation of tasks.» (Jurgen Jensen, op. cit., pp. 
270-271) 


This strengthened their relationships, as Emile Durkheim had 
already noted. 


It also means that rather than masses of capable men crashing as 
incels while a few cunning pick-up artists bang masses of girls as fuck 
buddies, as is common in the hook-up subculture rampant in the West, 
anyone who is capable can fulfil their life's dreams with girls and 
bodily children. The Baganda had polygamy, which raises the bar and 
increases the number of male losers, but they're not meant to be a role 
model either. It is just the only ethnological description of the division 
of labour between the two sexes in a culture that we have without a 
distorting and perverting feminist influence. 


We are called upon to develop and introduce a better and more 
suitable culture for today and for times to come. 
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